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POEMS 

BY THE 
EARL OF HALIFAX. 

*+ +++■»- iM'4 +++4 +++++ + + 4-+ + + 4-+ +++++++++-J. + 4. ++++++++' 

ON THE D^ATH OF 
His Moft Sacred Majcfty King CHAR L ES H. 

FAREVVET., great Charles, monarch of bleft renown. 
The beft good man that ever fiU'd a throne ; 
Whom Nature as her higheft pattern wrought. 
And mix'd both fexes virtues in one draught ; 
Wifdom for councils, bravery in war, 
With all the mild good-nature 6f the fair. 
The woman's fwcelnefs, tempered manly wit, 
And loving power, did crown'd with mceknefs fit j 
His awful perfon reverence engag'd, 
With mild addi^fs and tenderncls aflwag'd : 
Thus the almighty gracious King above. 
Does both command our fear, and win our lovei 
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ai6 HALIFAX'S POEMS. 

With wonders born, hy miracles pre(erv*d, 
A heavenly Hoft the infant's cradle ferv'd : 
And men his healing empire's omen read. 
When fun with ftars, and day with night agreed. 
His youth for valorous patience was renown'd j 
Like David, perfecuted firft, then crown'd : 
Lov'd in all courts, admir'd where'er he came. 
At once our nation's glory, and its fhame : 
They bleft the ifle where fiich great fpirlts dwell, 
Abhorr'd the men, that could fuch worth expel. 
To fpare our lives, he meekly did defeat 
Thofe Sauls, whom wand'ring afles made fo great ; 
Waiting till heaven's eleftion Ihould be fliown. 
And the Almighty Ihould his un£^ion own. 

And own he did his powerful arm difplay'di 

And Ifrael, the belov'd of God, obey'd ; 
Call'd by his people's tears, he came, he cas'd 
The groaning nation, the black ftorms appeas'dy 
Did greater blelTings, than he took, aSbrd ; 
England itfelf was more, than he, rcftor'd. 
Unhappy Albion, by ftrangeills opprefs'd. 
In various fevers toft, could find no reft ; 
Quite fpcnt and weary'd, to his arms ihe fled. 
And rcfted on his (lioulders her fair bending head* 
In conquefts mild, he came from exile kind j . 

No climes, no provocations, cliang'd his mind ; 

No malice fhew'd, no hate, revenge, or pride. 

But rul'd as meekly, as his father dy'd; 

Eas'd us from cndlefs wars, made difcords ceafe, 

Keftor'd to quiet, and maiutain d iu peace*. 

A mighty 



ON THE DEATH OF CHARLES II. I17 
A mighty feries of new time began. 
And rolling years in joyful circlcf; ran. 
Then wealth the city, bufinefs fill'd the port, 
To mirth our tumuhs turn'd, our wars to fport : 
Then learning fiourilh'd, blooming arts did fpring. 
And the glad Mufes prun'd their drooping wing : 
Then did our flying towers improvement know. 
Who now command as far as winds can blow ; 
With canvafs wings round all the globe they fly, 
And, built by Charles's art, all fl:orms defy ; 
To every coaft with ready fails are hurl'd, 
Fill us with wealth, and with our fame the world j 
From whofe diftra^^ions leas do us divide ; 
Their riches here in floating caftles ride. 
We reap the fwarthy Indian's fweat and toil 5 
Their fruit, without the mifchiefs of their foil. 
Here in cool (hades their gold and pearls receive. 
Free from the heat which does their luftre give. 
In Perfian filks, eat Eaftem fpice j fecure 
From burning fluxes, and their calenture : 
Under our vines, upon the peaceful fliore. 
We fee all Europe toaft, hear tempefts roar : 
Rapine, fword, wars, and famine, rage abroad) 
While Charles their hofl:, like Jove from Ida, aw'd j 
Us from our foes, and from ourfelvcs did fliield. 
Our towns from tumults, and from arms the field ; 
For when bold Fa^ion goodnefs could difdain, 
Unwillingly he usM a ftrtiiter rein : 
In the fVill gentle voice he lov'd to fpeak, 
But could with thunder harden'd rebels break. 

Yet 
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Yet though they wak'd the laws, his tender mind 
Was undillurb'd,^ in wrath feverely kind j 
Tempting his power, and urging to alTume ; 
Thus Jove in love did Semele confume. 
As the ftout oak, when round his trunk the vine 
-Does in foft wreaths and amorous foldings twine, 
Eafy and flight appears ; the winds from, far 
Summon their noify forces to the war : 
But though fo gentle fcems his outward form, 
His hidden ftrenth out-braves the loudeft Aorm : 
Firmer he ftands, and boldly keeps the field. 
Shewing ftout minds, when unprovoked, are mild. 
So when the good man made the crowd prefumc. 
He {hew*d himfelf, and did the king aflume ; 
For goodnefs in excefs may be a (In, 
Juftice muft tame, whom mercy cannot win. 
Thus winter fixes the unftable fea, 
A nd teaches reftlefs water conftancy. 
Which under the warm influence of bright days. 
The fickle motion of each blaft obeys. 
To bridle fa£kions, ftop rebeUion*s courfe, 
By eafy methods, vanquifli without force ; 
Relieve the good, bold ftubbom foes fubdue, 
Miidnefs in wrath, meeknefs in anger (hew. 
Were arts great Charles's prudence only knew» 
To fright the bad, thus awful thunder rolls. 
While the bright bow fecures the faithful fouls, 
Suph is thy glory, Charles, thy lafting name. 
Brighter than our proud neighbour's guilty fame ; 

Mort 
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ON THE DEATH OF CHARLES U. 21^ 
More noble than the fpoils that battles yield. 
Or all the empty triumphs of the field. 
*Tis lefs to conquer^ than to make war ceafc. 
And without fighting, awe the world to peace : 
For proudefl triumphs from contempt arife ; 
The vanquifli'd firft the conqueror's arms defpi(e : 
Won enfigns are the gaudy marks of fcorn, 
They brave the vi6terfiril, and then adorn. 
But peaceful monarchs reign like gods^ : while none 
Difpute, all love, blefs, reverence their throne. 
Tigers and bears, with all the favage hoft, 
May boldnefs, ftrength, and dariiig conqueft boaft j 
But the fweet paffions of a generous mind 
Art die prerogative of human-kind ; 
The god-like image, on our clay impreft. 
The darling attribute which heaven loves bcft : 
In Charles fo good a man and king, we fee 
A double image of the deity. 
Oh>! had he more refembled it ! Oh, why 
Was he not ftili more like, and could not die > 
Now do our thoughts alone enjoy his name. 
And faint ideas of our bleiling frame ! 
In Thames, the Ocean's darling, England's pride. 
The pleafing emblem of his reign does glide : 
Thames the fupport and glory of our ifle. 
Richer than Tagus, or ^Egyptian Nile : 
Though no rich fand in him, no pearls are found. 
Yet fields rejoice, his meadows laugh around ; 
Lefs wealth his bofom holds, lefs guilty ftores. 
For he exhaufts himfeif| t'enrich the ihores. 

Mild 
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Mild and fereiie the peaceftxl cttrreht flows. 

No angry foam, nb raging lueges knows ; 

No dreadful wrecks updn iiis banks appear. 

His cryftal ftream unftaia'd by widows tear^ 

His channel ftroog and eafy, deep and clear. 

No arbitrary invadatidiis fweep 

The plowman's hopes, and life into the deep ; 

His even waters the old limits keep. 

But oh ! he ebbs, the fmiling waves decay, 

Forever, lovely ftream, foreverftayl 

To the black fea his iilcnt courie does bend; 

Where the beft ftreams, the longeft rivers, end. 

His fpotlefs waves there undiflinguilh'd pafs. 

None fee, how clear, how bounteous, fweet, he was. 

No difference now, though iste fb much, is feen, 

'Twixt hire, fierce Rhine, and the impetuous Seine. 

But lo ! the joyful tide our hopes ileftores, 
And dancing waves extend the^Videni^ ihores. 
James is our Charles in all things but in name : 
Thus Thames is daily loft, yet ftill the (iune. 

O D E on the Marriage of the PritiGeft ANNE 
and Prince GEORGE of DfeNMARK. 

V I. 

WHILST black defigns (that cKreful \Srorkof Fate) 
Diftra£i: the labburing ftate { 
Whilft (like the fea) around loud difcoi^s roar. 
Breaking their fury on the frighted fhote ,* 

* And 
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And England docs ]^9 Vfia^ yi«J»mr 4«94», 

What means this peaceful tr^ii^, this pompous, fight ? 

What means i;h^s roy^l beaut^us paii? .> 
This troop of youf^? and virgins heavily fair^ 

TYi^t dp^s at 9^c? a^oniih ^nd ^%^t ; 
Great Charles, aivd his illuftriojus. brother her«. 
No bcdd a^i^ilinate, n^ed fear ; 
Here is no harp^ful weiapon foiB)4f 
Nothing bufCupid'^ darts ^nd 3ea¥^3(l^X? caOsWOU^.. 
II. 
How grateful does this £cenQ a]^>fiai: 
To us, who might too juftly fear 
We never (hould have feen again 
Aught bright, but armouc on ^e plain f 
Ne'er in their chearf^ garb t' have feen the fair. 
While all, with sifilping eyes and wild- dishevel 'd hair. 
Had mourn'd tlaeir brothers, Tons, and htt&ands ClainJ 
Thefe dufkyi ihadowS' make this fceiie more bright ; 

The horros ^ds to the delight. 
This glorious pomp our fpiiits chears; from hence 
"^e lucky omens take, . new. happinefs.conuffceikce. 

IIP. 
Thus when the gathering clouds a ftorm prepare. 
And t^eir black force aflbciate in the air ; 
(Endeavouring to cclipfe the bounteous light, 
Who, with kind wamith^ and powerful rays, 

Them, to that envy*d height 
From their mean- native earth did raife.) 

A thoughtful 
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A thoughtfal fadnefs fits on ail, 
Expcfting where the full-charg'd clouds will fall : 
But if the heavenly bow 

Deck*d like a gaudy bride appears, 

And all her various robes difplays, 
Painted by th' conquering fun's triumphant rays. 

It mortals drooping Ipirits chears ; 

Frelh joy, new light, each vifage wears : 

Again the feaman trulls the main. 
The jocund fwains their coverts leave again $ 

Again, in pleafant warbling notes. 
The chearful poets of the wood extend their tuneful 
throats. 

IV. 

» Then, then, my Mufe, raife with the lyre thy voice. 

And with thy lays make fields and woods rejoice : 

For lo ! the heavenly pledge appears, 
And in bright chara6ters the promife bears : 
The fa£tious deluge ihall prevail no more ; 

In vain they foam, in vain thejr rage. 

Buffet in v^ the unmov'd ihore. 
Her charms, and Charles's power, their fury ihall affwage. 
See ! fee ! how decently the bafliful bride 
Does bear her conqueft ; with how little pride 
She views that prince, the captive of her charms. 

Who made the North with fear to quake. 

And did that powerful empire (hake ; 
Before whofe arms, when great Guftavus led. 

The frighted Roman Eagles fled. 

V. What- 
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V. 

Whatever then was his defire, 
His cannons did command in fire : 
Now he hirafelf for pity prays, ' 
His love in timorous fighs he breathes, 
While all his fpoils, and glorious wreaths 
Of laurel, at her feet the vanquifh'd warrior lays. 
Great prince ! by that fubmifTion you'll gain more 
Than e'er your haughty courage won before ; 
Here on your knees a greater trophy gain, 
Than that you brought from Lunfden's famous plain ; 
Where, when your brother, fired with fuccefs, 
Too daringly upon the foe did prefs. 
And was a captive made, then you alone 
Did with your fingle arm fupport the throne : 
Your gen'rous breaft, with fury boiling o'er, 
Like lightning through their fcatter'd troops you flew. 
And from th' amazed foe the royal prize in triumph bore. 

VI. 
You have your anceftors in this one a£l out-done. 
Though their fuccefsful arms did this whole i(le o'er-run« 
They, to revenge a ravifli'd lady, came. 
You, to enjoy one fpotlefs as your fame : 
Before them, as they march'd, the country fled, 
And back behind them threw 
Their curies as they flew j 
Qn the bleak (hore, expcfting you, they Hand, 
And with glad fhouts condu6^ to land : 
Through gaping crowds you *re forced to prefs your way, 
While virgins figh, the young men ihout, and old ones 
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And with thU beauteous lady you may gain 

(This lady, that alone 
Of greater value is than any throne) 

Without that rapine, guilt, and iia^te, 
By a calm and even fate, 
That empire, which they did fo ihort a while maintain* 

THE MAN OF HONOUR. 
Occafioned by a Poflfcnpt of Penn's Letter. 

NOT all the threats or favour of a crown, 
A prince's whifpcr, or a tyrant's frown. 
Can awe the fpirit, or allure the mind. 
Of him, who to ftri£^ honour is inclin'd. 
Though all the pomp and plcafurc that does ^ 
Ob public places, and affairs of ftate. 
Should fondly court him to be bafe and great ; 
With even pallions, and with fettled face. 
He would remove the harlot's falfe embrace. 

•^Fliough all the ftorms and tempefts fhould arife. 
That church-magicians in their cells advice, 
And from their fettled bafis nations tear. 
He would unmov'd the mighty ruin bear ; 
Secure in innocence contemn them all. 
And decently array*d in honours fall. 

For this, brave Shrewfbury and Lumley's name 
Shall ftand the foremoft in the lift of fame ; 
Who firft with ftcady minds the current broke. 
And to the fuppliant monarch boldly fpoke ; 

« Great 
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•* Great Sir, renown'd for conftancy, how juft" 
** Have wc obey*d the crown, and ferv'd our truftt 
"** £^us'd your caufe and intereft in difirefs, 
'< Your^lf muft witnefsi and our foes confefs ! 
*' Permic ua then ill-fortune to accuse, 
*' That you at laft unhappy councils ufc, 
** And afk die only thing we muft refufe. 
•* Our lives and fortunes freely we *il expole^ 
" Honour alone we cannot, muft not lofe j 
** Honour, that fpark of the celeftial fire, 
** That above nature makes mankind afpire ; 
** Enobles the rude paiiions of our frame 
** With thirft of glory, and defire of fame ; 
•* The richeft treafure of a generous breaft, 
•* That gives the fbimp and ftandard to the reft. 
** V/it, fhrcngth, and courage, are wild dangerous forcer 
" Unlefs this foftens and direfts their courfe j 
** And would you rob us of the nobleft part > 
** Accept a iacrifice without a heart } 
•* '*Tis much beneath the greatnefs of a throne. 
** To take the caiket when the jewel 's gone ; 
** Debauch our principles, corrupt our race, 
** And teach the nobles to be falfc and bafe j 
•* What confidence can you in them repofe, 
•* Who, ere they ferve you, all their value lofe V 
•* Who once enflave their confcience to their luft,. 
** Have loft their reins, and* can no more be juft,. 

** Of honour, men at firft like women nice,. 
** Raife maiden ibruples at unpra£iis'd vice i. 

Q^ « Their 
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** Their modcft nature curbj the ftruggling flame, 

" And ftifles what they wifli to aft, with Ihame : 

** But once this fence thrown down, when they perceive 

** That they may tafte forbidden fruit and live 5 

" They flop not here their courfe, but fafcly in, 

*« Grow ftrong, luxuriant, and bold in fin ; 

" True to no principles, prefs forward ftill, 

** And only bound by appetite their will : 

" Now fawn and flatter, while this tide prevails, 

" But Ihift with every veering blaft their fails, 

** Mark tho(e that meanly truckle to your power, 

*^ They once deferted, and chang'd fides before, 

" And would to-morrow Mahomet adore. 

** On higher fprings true men of honour move, 

** Free is tl\eir fervice, and unbought their love : 

** When, danger calls, and honour leads the way, 

" With joy they follow, and with pride obey : 

** When the rebellious foe came rolling on, 

*' And (hook with gathering multitudes the throne, 

'* Where were the minions then ? What arm, whatforce> 

** Could they oppofe to ftop the torrent's courfe ? 

'* Then Pembroke, then the nobles firmly flood, 
** Free of their lives, and lavifh of their blood j 
*' But, when your orders to mean ends decline, 
** With the fame conftancy they all refign." 

Thus fpake the youth, who open'd firfl the way. 
And was the Phofph'rus to the dawning day ; 
Follow'd by a more glorious fplendid hoft. 
Than any age, or any realm can boafl : 
^6 Sa 
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So great their famci (b numerous their train. 
To name were endlefs, and to praiie in vain 5 
But Herbert and great Oxford merit more j 
Bold is their flight, and more fublime they foar { > 
So high their virtue as yet wants a name. 
Exceeding wonder, and furpailing fame : 
Rife, glorious church, ere6l thy radiant head ; 
The ftorm is paft, th* impending tempeft.fled ; 
Had Fate decreed thy ruin or difgrace, 
It had not given fuch Tons fo brave a race $ ' ' - 
When for deftruftion heaven a realm defigns, 
The fymptoms firft appear in ilavifli minds. 
Thefe men would prop a finking nation's weight. 
Stop falling vengeance, and reverfe ev*n fate. 
Let other nations boaft their fruitful foil, • 
Their fragrant fpices, their rich wine and oil j 
In breathing colours, and in living paint, 
Let them excel j their maftery we grant. 
But to inftrufi: the mind, to arm the foul 
With virtue which no dangers can control ; - » 

Exalt the thought, a fpeedy courage lend. 
That horror cannot fliake, or pleafure bend j 
Thefe are the Englifli arts, thefe we profeis. 
To be the fame in mifery and fuccefs ; 
To teach oppreflbrs law, aflift the good. 
Relieve the wretched, and fubdue the proud. 
Such are our fouls *. but what doth worth avail 
When kings commit to hungry priefls the fcale } 
All merit *s light when they difpofe the weight. 
Who cither would embroil or rule the date » « . « 

Q^i Defame 
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Defame thqie heroes who their yoke refufe, 
And blaft x^t honefty they cannot u/e 2 
The ftrength and iafety of the crown deftroy> 
And the king's power againft himlelf employ ; 
Affront his friondsy deprive him of the brave; 
Bereft of thefe^ he muft become their (lave. 
Men, hke our money, oome the moft in play. 
For being bafe, and of a coarfe allay. 
The richeft medals, and the pureft gold, 
Of native value, aad exa£lejft mould, 
By wprth concealed, in private dofets ihine. 
For vulgar ufe too precious and too fine ; 
Whilft tin and copper with new fhu:nping bright. 
Coin of baic metal, counterfeit and light. 
Do all the bufmefs of the nation's turn, 
Rais'd in contempt, us'd and employed in fcorn s 
So ihining virtues are for courts too bright, 
Whofe guilty a£tions fly the fearching light : 
Rich in themfelves, difdaining to afpire, 
Great without pomp, they willingly retire 1 
Give place to fools, whoie raih misjudging fenft 
Increafes the weak meafures of their prince ; 
They blindly and implicitly run on, 
Kor fee thofe dangers which the others ihun t 
Who, (low to ad, each bufinefs duly weigh, . 
Advife with freedom, and with care obey ; 
With wi((lom fatal to their intereft, (lii?e 
To make their monarch lovM, and narion thrive. 
Such have no place where priefts and women reign. 
Who lo^ fierce driversi and a loofcr xein. 

AN 
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AN EPISTLE 

T O 

CHARLES EARL OF DORSET, 

Occafioned by his Majcfty*s Viftoiy in Ireland. 

TXTHAT ] fhali the king the nation's genius raiie, 
^ ^ And make us rival our great Edward's days s 
Yet not one Muie, worthy a conqueror's name^ 
Attend his triumphs, and record his fame ? 
Ohy Dorfet ! you aione this fault can mend. 
The Muies' darling, confident* and friend ; 
The poets are your charge, and, if unfit» 
You ihould be fin'd to fumifh abler wit ; 
Oblig'd to quit your eafe, and draw again. 
To paint the greateft hero, the beft pen. 
A heiD, who thus eariy doth out-fhine 
The ancient honours of his gl<Mious line; 
And, foaring more fublimely to renown, 
The memory of their pious triumphs drown i 
Whole actions are deliver'd o'er to fame. 
As types and figures of his greater name. 

When fate fome mighty genius has defign'd. 
For the relief and wonder of mankind, 
Kature takes time to anfwer the intent. 
And climbs, by 0ow degrees, the fteep afccnt: 

0^3 She 
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She toils and labours with the growing weight. 
And watches carefully the fteps of fate j 
Till all the feeds of providence unite, 
To fet the hero in a happy light; 
Then, in a lucky and propitious hour, 
Exerts her force, and calls fortli all her power. 

In Naflau's race fhc made this long elTay j 
Heroes and patriots prcpar'd the way, 
And promis'd, in their dawn, this brighter day ,• 
A public fpirit diftinguifh'd all the line, 
Succeffive virtues in each branch did (hine. 
Till this laft glory rofe, and crown'd the great <defign 
Bleft be his name ! and peaceful lie his grave, 
Who durft his native foil, loft Holland, fave ! 
But William's genius takes a wider fcope, 
And gives.theinjur'd, in all kingdoms, hope; 
porn to fubdue infulting tyrants' rage, 
The ornament and terror of the age j 
The refuge where afflifted nations find 
Relief from thofe oppreflbrs of mankind, 
Whom laws reftrain not, and no oaths can bind. 
Him, their deliverer Europe does confefs. 
All tongues extol, and all religions blefs ; 
The Po, the Danube, Boetis, and the Rhine, 
United in his praife^ their wonder join j 
While, in the public caufe, he takes the field, 
And fheiter'd nations fight behind his iliield. 
His foes themfelves dare not applaufe refufe's 
And ihall fuch actions want a faithful Mufe > 

Poets 
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Poets have this to boaft ; without their aid. 
The frefheft laurels nipp'd by malice, fade, 
And virtue to oblivion is betray*d : 
The proudeil honours have a narrow date, 
Unlefs they vindicate their names from fate. 

But who is equal to fuftain the part > 
Dryden has numbers, but he wants a heart ; 
Injoin'd a penance, which is too fevcre 
For playing once the fool, to perfevcre. 
Others, who knew the trade, have laid it down ; 
And, looking round, I find you ftaod alone. 

How, Sir, can you, or any Englifli Mafe, 
Our country's fame, our monarch's arms, refufc ? 

'Tis not my want of gratitude, but ikill, 
Makes me -decline what I can ne'er fulfil. 
I cannot fing of conquefts as I ought. 
And my breath fails to fxvell a lofty note. 
I know my compafs, and my Mufe's fize. 
She loves tto iport and play, but dares not rife ; 
Idly affcfts, in this familiar way. 
In eafy numbers loofely to convey, 
What mutual friendfhip would at diftance fay. 

Poets aiTume another tone and voice, 
When viftory 's their theme, and arms their choice. 
To follow heroes in the chace of fame, 
Aiks force and heat, and fancy wing'd with flame. 
What words can paint the royal warrior's face } 
What colours can the figure boldly raife. 
When, cpver'd o'er with comely dufl and finoke. 
He pierc'd the foe^ and thickeft fquadroAS broke ^ 

0^4 His 
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Ilis bleeding arm, ftill paSiifal x^ith the fore. 
Which, in his pedplc*s caufe, the pious father bdrc r 
Whom, cleaving through the troops a glorious way^ 
Kot the united force of France and hell could ftay^ 

Oh, Dorfct ! I am rais'd ! I'm all on fire 1 
And, if my ftrength could anfwer ray deftrt, 
In fpeaking paint this figure (hoUld be feen, 
Like Jove his grandeur, aad likt Mars his mein i 
And gods defcending fhould adorn the fcene. 

See, fee ! upon the bank4 of Boyne he ftands, 
^y his own view adjufting his cbramands : 
Calm and ferene the armed coaft funrfys. 
And, in cool thoughts, the different chances weighs 9 
Then, fir'd with fame^ waA eagier of renown^ 
Refolves to end the war, and fix the throne. 
Brom wing to wing the (quadrons bending lldnd. 
And clofe their ranks to mete their king's command ; 
The drums and trumpets fleep, the ^rightly aoifb 
Of neighing Heeds, and cannons louder voicey 
Slifpended in attention, boniflifar 
All hoitile founds, and huih the dia of war ; 
The filent troops ftretch fbrdi an eager look, 
Liflening with joy, while thus their general fyokt^ 
** Come, feiiow-foidiers^ follow me once more* 
^ And fix the fate of Europe on that ihore $ 
*^ Your courage only waits from me the word, 
** But £ngland*s happiaefs commands my (word : 
*' In her defence I every part will bear, 
** The foldter's danger, and the prince's cire* 
*^ And envy aay arm an equal ihare. 

Sec 
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^' Set all that 's liear to men before your fight ; 
■** For laws, religion, liberty, we fight ; 
•'* To (ave your wives from rape, your towns from flame« 
"** Redeem your country fold, and vindicate her name a 
** At whofe requeft and timely call I rofe, 
** To tempt my fate, and all my hopes expofe ; 
^* Struggled with adverfe ftorms and winter feas^ 
** That in my labours you might find your eafe. 
** Let other menarchs di£late from afar, 
^' And write theempty triumphs of the war; 
^* In lazy palaces fupinely ruft } 
'< My fword ihall juilify my people's truil, 
^* For which— ^ut I your vi£^ory delay ; 
^* Come on j I and my genius lead the way," 

He (aid. Dew life and joy ran through the Yvo&, 
And fenfe of danger in their wonder loftj 
Precipitate they plunge into the flood. 
In vain the wavts, the banks, the men, witfaHood : 
The king leads on, the king does all inflame. 
The king— and carries millions in the name. 

As when the (welling ocean bur(U his bounds. 
And foaming overwhelms the neighbouring groundsf 
The roaring deluge, rufliing headlong on. 
Sweeps cities in its courie, and bears whole forefts down | 
Soon the foe the Ann battalions pre(l» 
And he, like the tenth wave, drove on the reft % 
Fierce, gallant, young, he fliot through every place. 
Urging their flight, and hurrying on the chace; 
He hung upon tfacif tear, or lighten'd ia their face. 

Stopt 
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Stop r ftop! brave Prince! allay that generous Samc^ 
Enough is given to England, and to fame. 
Remember, Sir, you in the centre ftand, 
Europe's divided intcrefts you command, 
All their dcfigns uniting in your hand : 
Dov^m from your throne defcends the golden chain. 
Which does the fabric of our world fuftain i 
That once diffolv'd by any fatal ftroke, 
The fcheme of all our happinefs is broke. 

Stop ! ftop! brave Prince ! fleets may repair again, 1 
And routed armies rally on the plain j 
But ages are Tcquir'd to raife fo great a man ! 
Hear, hov^r the waves of French ambition roar, 
Difdaining bounds, and breaking on the (horfr, 
Which you, ordain'd to curb their wild deftniftive j 

powcE, 

That ftrength removed j again, again, they flow. 
Lay Europe wafte, nor law, nor limits know. 

Stop! ftop ! brave Prince ! — what* does your Mufe, 

Sir, faint ? 
Proceed, purfue his conquefts— faith, I can't : 
My fpirits fmk, and will no longer bear; 
Rapture and fury carry'd mc thus far 
Tranfported and amaz'd ' 
That rage once fpent, I can no more fuftain 
Your flights, your energies, and tragic ftrain. 
But fall back to my natural pace again ; 
In humble verfe provoking you to rhyme ; 
I wifh there were more Dprfets.at this time. 

Oh! 
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Oh ! if in France this hero had been born. 
What glittering tinfel would his afts adorn i 
There 'tis immortal hme, and high renown^ 
To flea! a country, and to buy a town ; 
There triumphs are o'er kings and kingdoms fbld^ 
And captive virtue led in chains of gold. 
If courage could, like courts, be kept in pay "| 

What Aims would Lewis give, that France might fay > 
That viftory followed where he led the way }^ J 

He all his conquefts would for this refund. 
And take th* equivalent, a glorious wound. » 
Then, what advice, to fpread his real fame. 
Would pafs between Verfaillcs and N6tredame ? 
Their plays, their fongs, would dwell upon his wound. 
And operas repeat no other found ; 
Boy ne would, for ages, be the painter's theme. 
The Gobelins labour, and the poets dream ; 
The wounded arm would furnifh all their rooms, 
And bleed for ever fcarlet in the looms : 
Boilcau with this would plume his artful pen r 
And can your Mufe be (iient ? Think again. 

Spare your advice ; and (ince you have bcgun^ 
Flniih your own defign ; the work is done. 

Done I nothing 's done ! nor the dead colours laid^ 
And the moft glorious fcenes fbind undifplay'd ; 
A thouiand generous af^ions clofe the rear ; 
A thoufand virtues, dill behind, ilandcrowdingto appear. 

The Queen herfclf, the charming Queen fliould grace ^ 
The noble piece, and in an artful place 
Soften war's horror with her lovely face. 

Who 
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Who can omit the Queen's aufpicious fintle, 
The pride of the fair lex, the goddefs of our Ifle ? 
Who can forget, what ali admir'dof late, 
Her fears for him, her prudence for the ftatc ? 
Difguifing cares, ihe fmooth'd her looks with grace^ 
Doubts in her heart, and pleafure in her face. 
As danger did approach, her fpirits rofe. 
And, putting on the king, difmay'd his foes. 
l4ow, all in joy, (he gilds the chearful court ; 
In every glance defcending angels fport. 
As on the hills of Cynthus, or the meads 
Of cool Eurotas, when Diana leads 
The chorus of her Nymphs, who there advance 
A thoura;id fhining maids, and form the dance | 
The (lately Goddefs with a graceful pride, 
Sweet and majedic, does the figure guide, 
Treading in juft and eafy meafures round y 
The (liver arrows on her fhoulder (bund i 
She walks above them all. Such is the fcene 
Of the bright circle, and the brighter Queen. 

Thefe fubje^b do, my Lord, your (kill command, 
Thefe none may touch with an unhallow'd hand : 
Tender the ftrokes muft be, and nicely writ, 
Df(guis*d encomiums muft be hid in wit, 
Which modeify, like theirs, will e'er admit, 
Who made no other (teps to fuch a throne. 
But to dcfcrve, and to reccivei the crown. 
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Written at A lt h r o f, in a * blank Leaf of 
Walli&'s PoEMJy upon feeing Van dyke's 
Pidlare of the old Lady Sundbuland^. 

VANDYKE had colouis, ibftnefs, fire, and art^ 
When the fair Sundeiland inflam'd his hearts 
Waller had numbers, fancy, wit, and fire, 
And Sachariifa was his fond deiire. 
Why then at Althrop feema her charms to faint. 
In theie fweet numbers, and that glowing paint ? 
This happy (eat a fairer miflrefs warms ; 
This ihining offspring has eclips'd her charms : 
The different beauties in one face we find ; 
Soft Amoret with brightefl Sachariifa join'd. 
As high as Nature reach'd, their art could foar^ 
But (he ne'er made a finiihfd piece before, 

VERSES, 

Written for the Toasting-6lass£s of the 
Kit-Cat Club, 1705* 

Duchefs of St. Albans. 

TH £ line of Vere, fo long renown' d in arms. 
Concludes with iuftre in St. Albans* charms. 
Her conquering eyes have made their race compleat | 
They rofe in Yalouri and in Beauty f^t. 

Duchefs 
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Duchefs of Beaufort. 
Olftpring of a tuneful fire, 
Bled with more than mortal fire ; 
Likenefs of a mother's face, 
Bleft with more than mortal grace ; 
You with double charms furprize. 
With his wit, and with her eyes. 

Lady Mary Churchill. 
Faireft and lateft of the beauteous race, 
Bleft with your parents wit, and her firft blooming face/ 
Bom with our liberties in William's reign. 
Your eyes alone that liberty reftrain. 

Duchefs of Richmond. 
Of two fair Richmonds different ages boaft, 
Theirs was tlie firft, and ours the brighteft toaft j 
Th* adorers offerings prove who 's molt divine, 
They facrific'd in water, we in wine. 

Lady SUXDERLAND. 
All Nature's charms in Sunderland appear, 
Bright as her eyes, and as her reafon clear : 
Yet ftill their force, to men not fafely known. 
Seems undifcover'd to herfelf alone. 

Mademoifelle Spanheims. 
Admir'd in Germany, ador'd in France, 
Your charms to brighter glory here advance ; 
The ftubborn Britons own your beauty's claim. 
And with their native toails enrol your name. 

O N 
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ON THE 
COUNTESS DOWAGER OF ****, 

COURAGE, dear Moll, and drive away dcfpair. 
Mopfa, who in her youth was fcarcc thought fair. 
In fpite of agQ, experience, and decays, 
Sets Up for Charming) in her fading days ; 
Snuffs her dim eyes to give one parting blow. 
Have at die heart of every ogling beau ! 
This goodly goofe> all feather'd like a jay, 
So gravely vain, and fo demurely gay, 
Laft night, f adorn the court, did overload 
Her bald buff forehead with a high commode s 
Her ftcps were manag'd with (uch tender art^ 
As if each board had been a lover's heart. 
In all her air, in every glance, was feen 
A mixture ftrange, twixt fifty and fifteen. 
Admiring fops about her crowding prefi ; 
Hambden himfclf delivers their addrefs, 
Which (he, accepting with a nice difdain. 
Owns them her fubje6l:8, and begins to reign : 
Ydr Queen of Fopland is her royal ftylc j 
Fopland ! the greateft part of ^is great ifle ! 
Nature did ne'er fo equally divide 
A female heart, 'twixt piety and pride : 
Her waiting-maids prevent the peep of day, 
Avkd, all in order, on her toilet lay 

?raycr« 
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Prayer-books, patch-boxes, fermonF-notes, and painr,. 
At once t* improve the finncr and the faint. 
Fare>«el, friend Moll : cxpe6^ no more from me ^ 
But if you would a full defcripcion fee^ 
You'll find her fbmewherc in the Litany, 
With Pride, Vaia-gjory, apd HypocriTy. 

ON ORPHEUS 

AND 

SIGNORA FRANCISCA MARGARITA. 

HAIL, tuneful pair! fay, bywhatwondrouycharmsy 
One '(cap'd from h(ell, and one froi»Gfvber's arms ? 
When the foft Thnici^n touch'd the trembling ihings,, 
The winds were huih'd, and curlM their airy wings : 
And when die tawny Tufcan raised her ftrain, 
Rookc furls his ^ils^ and doses on the mm* 
Treaties unfinifli'd in the office deep. 
And Shovel yawns for orders on the deep». 
Thus equal charms and equal conquefts claim j 
To him high wood^ and bending timber came. 
To her ihrub Hedges^ and tall Notting^m* 
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POEMS 

GEORGE STEPNEY, Efq. 

TO KING J A* M E S II. 

Upon his Acceffiox). to the Thro n b^. 
The Author then of Trinity-CoUege, Cambridge, 

A S.<vi£borslore the tpoublte thay iUftain 
-^^ lu greater trophies which the triumphs gain } 
And martyrs, when the joyful -crown is given, 
l^orget the pain by which they .purchased heaven : 
:So when the Phcenix of our4:mpire dy'd. 
And with a greater heir tho/cmpty throne fupply'd ; 
Your glory diflipates our mournful dew, 
And turns ouc grief for Charles to joy for you. 
Myfterious fate, whofe one decree couldi prows 
The high extreme of cruelty and Ipvc ! 

May then no flight of a blaTpheming Muft|. 
Thofe wifc/efolves of Providence accufe. 
Which eas*d our ^tlas of his glorious wieight,. 
jfeiaGfi ibroajg;er HiBCCules fupports the ilate. 

R 3 England 
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England no more (hall peniive thoughts employ 
On him (he 'as loft ; hut him (he has, enjoy. 
So -^riadnc, when her lover fled, 
And Bacchus hohour'd the deferted bed, 
CeasM with her tears to raife the fwelliag flood, 
Forgot hci- Thefeus, and flmbracM the god. 

Ofr tBe Univerfity of Cambridge's burning the 
Duke of Monmouth's Pi6lurc, 1685, ^Y^?. 
was formerly their Chancellor,— In Anfwer 
to thiA Q^eAiQn, 

" Sed quid 

'* Turba Rem! ? fequitur fortunam, ut Temper, 8c edit 
" D^mnatos — " 

XTES, fickle Cambridge, Perkins found this true 
-'- Both from your rabble and your do£brs too. 
With what applaufe you once received his grace. 
And begg'd a copy of his godlike face ; 
But whtn the iage Vice Chancellor was fure 
The original i^ limbo lay fecure. 
As gjrcafy as hiraielf be fends a li£^or 
To vent his loyal malice on the pi6hire. 
The beadle's wife endeavours all (he can 
To fave the in^age of the tall young man, 
Which fhe fo oft' when pregnant did embrace. 
That with ftrong thoughts flie. might improre her race ; 
But all in vain, (ince the wife houfe cobipine 
To damn ths canvas traitor to the fire. 

Left 
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Left it, like bones of Sc^nderbeg, incite 
Scythe-men next harveft to renew the fight. 

Then in comes ipayor Eagle, and does gravely alledgit 
He '11 fubfcribe, if he can, for a bundle of Sedge ; 
But the man of Clare-hall that proffer refufes,. 
'Siiigs, he*ll be beholden to none but the Mufes ; 
And orders ten porters to bring the dull reams 
On thedeaith of good Charles^ and crowning' of J^mes ; 
And fwears he will borrow of the Provoft more ftuff 
On the marriage of Anne, if that be n*t enough. 
The heads, left he g^t all the profit t* himfelf. 
Too greedy of Konouy, too lavifli of pelf. 
This motion deny, and vote that Tite Tillct 
Should gather from each noble Doctor a billet. 
The kindn^fs was common, and fo they'd return if. 
The gift was 10 all, all therefore would burn it : 
Thus joining their ftocks for a bonfire together, 
As they club for a cbeefe in the parilh of Cheddcrj 
Confufcdly ctowd on the (bphs and the doftors, 
The hangman, the townfmen, their wives, and the 

proftors, 
While the troops from each part of the countries in ale 
Come to quaff his confufion in- bumpers of ftalc ; 
But Roiklin, never unkind to a Duke, 
Does by her abfe&ce their folly rebuke. 
The tender creature could not lee his fate. 
With whom (he 'ad danc'd a minuet fo late. 
The heads, who never could hope for fuch frames, 
Out of envy condcmn'd fixftore pounds to the flumes, 
R 4 Then 
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Then his air was too proud, and his features amift| 
As if being a traitor had altered his phiz : 
So the rabble of Rome, whofe favour ne'er fettlesi 
^eh down their Sejanus to pots and brafs kettles. 

An EPISTLE to Charles Montacujk, Eiq; 
afterwards Earl of Halifax. 

:- On his Majcfty's Voyage to Holland. 

SIR, 

SINCE you oft invite me to renew ^ 

Art I 've cither loft, or never knew, 
Plcas'd my pad follies kindly to commend. 
And fond)y lofe the critick in the friend ; 
Though my warm youth untimely be decay 'd, 
Fiam grave to dull inf«nfibly bctray'd, 
I *11 contradi6i the humour of the times. 
Inclined to bufmefs, and averfe to rhymes, 
And, to obey the man I love, in ipite 
Of the world's genius and my own, I '11 write. 

But think not that I vainly do afpire 
T« rival what I only would admire, 
The heat and beauty of your manly thought, 
And force like that with which your hero fought; 
Like Samfon^s riddle is that powerful fong. 
Sweet as the honey, as the lion ftrong } 
The colours there fo artfully are laid. 
They fear no luftre, and they want no fhade ; 
But fhall of writing a juft model give, 
%yhilc Boyi>c ihall flow, and William's glory liv«. 

6 Yet 
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Yet fince his «very aft may well infuie • , 

Some happy rapture in the humbleft ^lufc, 
Though muie deipairs to reach the wondrous height/ 
She prunes her pinions, eager of the flight j 
The King 's the theme, and I *vc a fubjcft's right. 
When William*s deeds, and refcued Europe's joy 
Do every tongue and every pen employ, 
*Tis to think treafonfure, to fhew no icai. 
And not to write, is almoft to rebel. 

Let Albion then forgive her -meaneft fon, 
Who would continue what her beft begun ; 
Who, leaving conquefls and the pomp of war^ 
Would iing the pious King's divided care; 
How eai^erly he flew, when Europe's fate 
Did for the feed of future anions wait ; 
And how two nations did with tranfport boafl. 
Which was belov'd, and lov'd the vidW moft : 
How joyful Belgia gratefully prepar'd 
Trophies and vows for her returning lord ; 
How the fair ifle with rival paflion ftrove, 
How by her forrow fhc exprcfs'd her love, 
When he withdrew from what his arm had freed. 
And how flie blefs'd his way, yet figh'4, and faids 

Is it decreed my hero ne'er (hall reft, 
Ne'er be of me, and I of him pclfefa'd ? 
Scarce had I met his virtue with my throne. 
By right, by merit, and by arms his own, 
But Ireland's freedom, and the war's alarms, 
Cali'd him from me and his Maria's charms. 

Oge. 
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generous prince, too prodigally kmd ! 
Can the diffufive goQdnefs of your mind 
Be in no bounds, but of the world confined ? 
Should fmking nations fumqion you away, 
Maria's love might juftify your ftay. 
Imperfeftly the many vows arc paid, 
Which for your fafety to the Gods were made. 
While on the Bbyne they labour*d to out-do 
Your zeal for Albion by ihcir care for you | 
When, too impatient of a glorious eafe, 

You tempt new dangers on the winter feas. 
The Belgic ftate has relied long fecure 
Within the circle of thy guardian power; 
Rear'd by thy care, that noble lion, grown 
Mature in ftrength, can range the woods alone : 
When to my arms they did the Prince refign, 

1 blefs*^ the change, and thought him wholly mine ; 
Conceived long hopes I jointly ihouid obey 

His ftronger, and Maria's gentle fway ; 
He fierce as thunder, fhe as lightning bright ; 
One my defence, and t*other my delight : 
Yet go— where honour calls the hero, go : 
Nor let your eyes behold how mine do flow ; 
Go meet your country's joy, your virtue's due; 
Receive their triumphs, and prepare for new ; 
Enlarge my empire, and let France aflFord 
The next large harveft to thy profj>erous fword : 
Again in Ciecy let my arms be rear'd. 
And o'er the continent Britannia fearM : 

While 
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While under Mary.^-s tutelary care, * 

Far from die danger, or the noife of war. 

In honourable pleafure I poflefs 

The ipoih of conqueft, and the charms of peace. 

As the great lamp by which the globe is blefs'd, 

Conflant in toil, and ignorant of reft. 

Through di^Edxat regions does his courie purilie» 

And leaves one world but to revive a new ; 

While, by a pleafing change, the Queen of Night 

Relieves his luftce with a milder li^t : 

So when your .beams do diftant nations chear. 

The partner of your crown Ihall mount the fpheiei 

Able alone my empire to fullain. 

And carry on the glories of thy reign—— 

But why ha» fate maliciouAy decreed. 

That greateft bleifings mud by turns fucceed f 

Here (he relented, and would urge his ftay 
By all that fondnefs and that grief could fay ; 
But foon did her prefaging thoughts employ 
On fcenes of triumphs and returning joy. 
Thus, like the tide, while her unconftant breaft 
Was fwell^l with rapture, by defpair dkprefs'd. 
Fate caird ; the hero muft his way purfue, 
And her cries kflen'd as the (hore withdrew. 

The winds were filent, and the gentle main 
Bore an aufpicious omen of kie reign ; 
WJien Neptune, owning whom thofe feas obey. 
Nodded, and bade the chearfui Tritons play. 
Each chofe a diflenint fubje^kfor their lays, 
But Oiange was tbft burden of their prajf^s 

Some 
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Some in their ftrains jtptothe fbuntaiDFany 

From whence this iheam of Tirtue firil began £ 

Others chofe heooes of a later date. 

And fuag the * founder of the neighbouring ftates 

How daringly he tyranny witfafiood. 

And (eal'd his country's frsedem with his bkxxl'; 

Then to the two ilinftrioas f brathren ^caroe. 

The glorious rivals of their facher'k fame*;. 

And^ito the X youth, wkoCt pregnant hopes: oiit>ian 

The f^eps of time, and early fhew'd the man-f 

For whofe alliance monarchs dfid* contend 

And gave a daughter to lecure a friendb 

But as by Nature's law the Phcenixdiet, 

That From its urn a nobler bird may rife. 

So fate ordain *d the § parent ibon fbould fhv 

To make the glories of his heircompleat. 

At WilHam'-s name each ftU'd his vocal fheU^ 
And on the hap{^ ibund rejaic*d to chweU : 
$ome fung his birth, and how difceming 'fate 
Sav'd infant virtue againft powerMhate; 
Of poifbbous fnakes by young Alcides quell'd, 
And palms diat fpread the more, the more with-held« 
Some fung Senefle, and early wonders done 
By the bold youth, himlelf a war alone ; 
And how bis firmer courage did oppoie 
His country's foreign and intelline foes ; 
The lion, he, who held their arrows clofe. 
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* William. f Maurice and Henry* 

X William* ^ James II. 

•Others 
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Othen fung Perfcu«, and the injur'd maid, 
Rcdcem'd by the wing*d warrior's timely aid j 
Or in myfterious numbers did unfold 
Sad modem truths wrapt up in tales of old f 
How Saturn, flulh'd with arbitrary power, 
Defign'd his lawful iflue to devour ; 
But Jove, referv'd for better fate, withflood 
The Mack contrivance of the doating god ; 
With arms he came, his guilty father fled, 
'T was Italy fecur'd his frighted head. 
And by his flight refign'd his empty throne 
And triple empire to his worthier Ton. 

Then in one note their artful force they join. 
Eager to reach the viftor and the Boyne ; 
How on the wondering bank the hero ftood, 
Lavilhly bold and defperately good ; 
Till fate, defigning to convince the brave 
That they can dare no more than Heaven can fave. 
Let death approach, and yet withheld the fling, 
Wounded the man, diftinguiihing the King. 

They had enlarged, bat found the flrain too flrong^ - 
And in (oft notes allay'd the bolder fong : 
Flow, gentle Boyne, they cry'd, and round thy bed 
For ever may vi£torious wreaths be fpread ; 
l^o more may travellers defire to know 
Where SimoU and Granicus did flow 3 
Nor Rubicon, a poor fbigotten flream. 
Be or the foldier's rant, or poet's theme : 
All waters (hall unite their fame in thee, 
l^oft in thy waves, as tboic are in the iea. 

They 
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They breath'<i afreflj, tin^frilling to give D'cr, 
And begg'd thick mills long to eoncfeal the fhore : 
Smooth was the liquid plain ; the fleepiag y/itiA^ 
More to the fea^ than to it's mailer kind. 
Detained a treafur e^ which we Value more 
Than all the deep e'er hidy or waters bore. 
Buthe, with a fuperior genius bom ^ 
Treats chance with infolence, a'nd death with fcorn : 
Darknefs and ice in vaih obftruft his way, 
Holland is near, sind nature inuft obey ; 
Charg'd with our hopes the boat fecurely rode. 
For Cxfar and his fortune were the load. 

With eager tranfport Belgia met her Ton, 
Yet trembling for the dangfer he had run ; 
Till, certain of her joy, fhe bow'd her head, 
Confefs'd her Lord, biefsM his return, and faid : 

If paffipn by long abfence docs iriiprovc. 
And makes that rapture, which before was lore ; 
Think on my old, my intermitted blifs, 
And by my former pleafure meafurethis: 
Nor by thefe feeble pillars which I raife. 
Unequal to fuAain the hero's praifei 
Too ^nt the colours, and too mean the art, 
To reprefent your glorias, or my heart : 
Thefe humble emblems are deiign'd to ihow. 
Not how we would rewdrd, but what we owe. 
Here from your childhood take a ihort review, 
How Holland's happihefs advanced with you j 
How her flout yeffcl did in triumph ride, 
And mock'd her ilonhs, while Onngewas her guide« 

What* 
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What fince has been our fate — I need not faj, 
111 fuiting with the bleifings of the day, 
Our better fortune .>^th out Pfincfe Xvas gone, 
Conqueft was only there where he led on- 
Like thePalla4iufn, wher6d)e'^r yoli g^y 
You turn all death and danger on the foe. 
Iq yora we but tdo (adly nndeiilokid 
How angels hkvt their fpheres of doihg good j 
Elft the iagie foul which did our trdops poflefs, 
AndfTovfn*d thdir daring courage with fuccefi. 
Had taught our fleet te triumph o'er the maiii, 
And Fleurm had been ftiU a guiltlefs plain. 
What pity 'tis, ye God« !' an arm and mind 
Like your9> fl&ould be to time and place confined I 
But thy return Ihall fix our kinder fate, 
For thee our councils, thee our armies wait 1 
Difcording Princes (hall with thee combine^ 
And center all thefr intereils in thine ; 
Proud of thy friendihip, fhall forego their (way 
As Rome her great Di£bttor did obey ; 
And all united make a Gordian knot. 
Which neither craft fhall loofe, nor force fhall cut* 
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ON THB XaTC 

HORRID CONSPIRACY. 

nPHE ♦ youth whoie fortune the vaft globe obey'd, 
•*• Finding bis f itiyal enemy betray'd. 
And in hi» chariot by % vile hands opprefi'd, 
With nobk pity and juft rage pofiefs*d, 
Wept at his fal I from fo fublime a ftate. 
And by the traitor's death reveng'd the fat« 
Of majefty profian'd— ib a£bed too 
The generous Caefar, when the Roman knAw 
A § coward King had treacherouily (lain, 
** Whom fcarce he foil 'don thePharfalian plain : 
The doom of his fam'd rival he bemoan'd. 
And the bafb author of the crime dethroned. 
Such were the virtuous maxims of the great, 
Free from the fervrle arts of barbarous hate : 
They knew no foe but in the open field. 
And. to.their caufe and to the gods- appeal*d» 
So William a£^s— and if his rivals dare 
Difpute his reign by arms, he '11 meet them there^ 
Where Jove, as once on Ida, holds the fcale. 
And lets the good, the juA, and brave« prevail. 

♦ Alexander. + Darius r J Bof^s. 

$ Ptolomy. *♦ Pompey. 

TO 
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TO THE EARL OF CARLISLE, 
Upon the Death of his Son before Litxembukgh. 
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TTE 's gone ! and was it then by your decree, 

■■-^ Ye envious powers, that we fhould only fee 

This copy of your own divinity ? 

Or thought ye it furpafling human ftate^ 

To. have a blelRng lafting as *t was great ? 

Your cruel Ikill you better ne'er had Ihown, 

Since you fo foon defign'd him all your own. 

Such foft^ring favours to the damn'd are given. 

When, to increafe their hell, you ihow them heaven. 

Was it too godlike, he ihould long inherit 

At once his father s and his uncle's fpirit ? 

Yet as much beauty, and as calm a bread. 

As the mild dame whofe teeming womb he blefi. 

H* had all the favours Providence could give. 

Except its o^vn prerogative to live ; 

Refcrv'd in pleafures, and in dangers bold. 

Youthful in a6lion, and in prudence old ; 

His humble greatnefs, and fiibmidive ftate. 

Made his life full of wonder, as his fate ; 

One, who, to all the heights of learning bred, f 

Read books and men, and pra£Hs'd what he read. 

Round the wide globe fcarce did the bufy fun 

With greater haftc and greater luftre run. « 

True gallantry andigrandeur he dcfcry'd, , . * 

Krom. the French fopperies, and German pride. 

S And 
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And like th' induftrious bcc, where'er he flew. 
Gathered the fweecs which on fwect blofToms grew. 
Babel's confufed fpeeches on his tongue, 
With a (woet haribony and cMitotA hung. 
More countries than for Homer did conteft 
Do ({rive Who tnoft were by hh prefciice bleft. 
N»r did hi^ wifSoiR damp his martial firei 
Mbierva both her portions did infpire, 
Ufe of the warlike bow and peaceful lyre. 
So Csefar doubly trium^'d when he wrote. 
Showing like wit, as valour when he fought. 

If God, as Plato tatight, example takes 
From hit own works, and foals by patterns makes. 
Much of himielf in him he did unfold. 
And caft them in his darling Sidney's mold, 
Of too reBn*d a fubitance to be old. 
Both did alike di(clain an hero's rage 
Shoul4 tome like an inberitanct by age. 
Ambitioufty did both confptre to twift 
Bays with the ivy, with their temples kift : 
Scorning to wait the flow advance of time. 
Both fell like early bloifems in their prime, 
By blind events, and Providehce's crime. 
Yet both, likeCodrus, o'er their yielding foe, 
Obtain'd the conqueft, in their overthrow ; 
And longer life dopurchafe by their death. 
In fame compleating what they want in breath. 
Oh ! had kind htc ftrctch'd the cOntra6ted fpas. 
To the full glocies of a petfeft aum^ 

Aii4 
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And, as he grew,' could every rolling year 

A new addition to our wonder bear, 

H' had paid to his illaftriou^ line that ftoclc 

Of ancient honour, which from thence he took. 

But oh ! 

So hafty fruits, and too ambitious flowers. 

Scorning the midwifery of ripenijig fhowers, 

In fpite of frofts, fpring from th* unwilling earthy 

But find ^ nip untimely as their birth: 

Abortive iflues fo delude the womb, 

And fcarce have being, ere they want a tomb. 

Forgive, my Lord, the Mufe that does afpirc 
With a new breath to fan your raging fire; 
Whofc each officious and uiiikilful found 
Can with frcfh torture but enlarge the wound. 
Could I, with David, curfe the guilty plain. 
Where once more lov'd than Jonathan was {lain ; 
Or could I flights hi^h as his merits raifc, 
Clear as his virtue, deathlefe as his prailc ; 
None who, though laurels crown'd their aged head, 
Admir'd him living, and ador'd him dead. 
With more devotion fhould enrol his name 
In the Idng-confecrated lift of fanie. 
But, {ince my artlefs and unhallowM drain 
Will the high worth, it (hould commend, profane; 
Since I defpair my humble verfe fhould prove 
Great as your lofs, or tender as your love j 
My heart with fighings, and with tears mine eye. 
Shall the dcfe£l of written grief fupply. 

S a A POEM, 
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A POEM, 

Dedicated to the blefled Memory of her late gra- 
cious Majefty Queen Mary. 

#^NCE more, my Mufe,— wc muft an altar raife j — 
^^ May it prove lading, as Maria's praifc; 
And, the fong ended, be the Avan's thy doom; 
Reft ever (llent, as Maria's tomb. 

But whence Ihall we begin ? or whither fteer ? 
Her virtues like a perfe£^ round appeai*. 
Where judgment lies in admiration loft, 
Not knowing which it (hould diftinguiih moft. 

Some angel, from your own, defcribe her frame. 
For fure your godlike beings are the fame : 
All that waschanTiing in the fairer kind, 
With manly fcnfe and refolution join'd ; 
A mien composed of mildnefs and of ftate, 
Not by conftraint or afte6i:ation great ; 
But form'd by nature for fupreme command j 
Like Eve juft moulded by the Maker's hand ; 
Yet fuch her meeknefs', as half-vcil'd the throne. 
Left, being in too great a luftre fliown, 
It might debar tlie fubje6l of acccfs. 
And make her mercies and our comforts lefs. 
So Gods, of old, defcending from their fphere 
To viiit men, like mortals did appear : 
Left their too awful prefencc fhould affright 
Thofe whom they meant to blefs, and to delight. 

Thu$ 
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Thus to the noon of her high glory run. 
From her bright orb, difTufive like the fun. 
She did her healing influence difplay, 
And chcriib'd all our nether world, that lay 
Within the circle of her radiant day ; 
Reliev*d not only tbolc who bounty fought. 
But gave unalk'd, and as (he gave forgot ; 
Found modeft Want in her obfcure retreat, 
And courted timorous Virtue to be y:reat. 
The Church, which William fav'd, was Mary's care. 
Taught by her life, and guarded by her pray*r j 
What her devotions were, ye cherubs, tell. 
Who ever round the feat of mercy dwell j 
For here (he would not have her goodncfs known. 
But you beheld how (he addrefs'd the throne, 
And wondcr'd at a zeal fo like your own. 
Since (he was form'd, and lov'd, and pi-ay'd like you, 
Slie (hould, alas ! have been immortal too. 

A mind fogood, in beauteous ftrength array 'd, 
AflTur'd our hopes (he might be long obey'd. 
And we, with heighten'd reverence, might have (ecu 
The hoary grandeur of an aged Queen, 
Who might, with William, jointly govern here. 
As that bright pair which rules the heavenly fphere, 

Giace and mild mercy beft in her were (hown, 
In him the rougher virtues of the throne > 
Of Juflice (he at home the balance held ; 
Abroad, Oppredion by his fword was qucU'd ^ 
The generous lion, and the peaceful dove; 
The God of battle, and the Queen of love, 
i ■ .S3 Did 
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Did in their happy nuptials well agree ; 
Like Mars> he led our armies out; and (he 
tVith fmiles prefided o*er her native fea. 

Such too their meetings, when our Monarch canie 
With laurels loaden, and immortal fame ; 
As when the God on Hzmus quits his arms. 
Softening his toils in Cytherea's charms : 
Then with what joy did Ihc the viftor meet. 
And lay the reins of empire at his feet ! 
With the fame temper as the * Latian hind 
Was made Dif^ator, conquer'd, and refign'd ; 
So Pallas from the dully field withdrew, -^ 

And, when imperial Jove appeared in view, i 

Refum'd her female arts, the fpindle and the c1ew| J 
Forgot the fceptre fhc fo well had fway'd. 
And, with that mildnefs ihe had niPd, ohey'd ; 
Pleased with the change, and unconcerned as Jove, 
When in difguife he leaves his power above. 
And drowns all other attributes in love. 

Such, mighty Sir, if yet the facred ear 
Of Majefty in grief vouchfafe to hear. 
Was the lov'd confort of thy crown and bed. 
Our joy while living ; our defpair now dead. 

Yet though with Mary one (upporter fall, 
Thy virtue can alone fuftatn the ball. 
Of Sibyl's books, that volume which remain'd. 
The perfeft value of the whole rctain'd. 
When i^ the fiery car Elijah fled, 
His fpirit doubled on his partner's head } 

* Lucius Quintiuj. 

I So 
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So will thy people's love, now Mary's gone. 
Unite both ftreams, and flow oa thee alone. 
The grateful fenate with one voice combine 
To breathe their forrows, and to comfort thine. 
By bringing to thy view how Europe's fate 
Does on thy counfels and thy courage wait 5 
But, when the vaftnefs of thy grief they fee. 
They own 'ti$ juft, and melt in tears with thee. 

-Bhifh not, great {ovA, thus to reveal thy woe ; 
Sighs will have vent, and eyes too full overflow j 
Shed by degrees, they pafs unfelt away ; 
But raifc a ftorm and deluge where they ftay. 

The braveft heroes have the fofteft mind, 
Their ncbturc 's, like the Gods, to love inclin'd. 
Homer, who human paflions nicely knew. 
When his illuftrious Grecian chief he drew, 
I<.cft likewifc in his foul one mortal part, ^ 
Whence love and anguifh too might reach his heart j 
For a lod miflrefs, in defpair he fate. 
And let declining Troy ftill Uruggle widi her fate t 
But when tlie partner of his cares lay dead. 
Like a rous'd lion from his tent he fled, 
Whole hecatombs of trembling Trojans fliew. 
And mangled He£tor at his chariot drew. 

Still greater is thy lofs,--'-i*be fuch thy rage. 
As conquer'd Gallia only may afl'wage. 

She. who on earth fecur'd thee by her prayer.. 
Retum'd to heaven, fhall prove thy guardian angel there. 
And, hovering round thee with her heavenly fliield, 
Unfeen prote^ thee in the doiibtful field. 

S 4 Go 



} 



«64 S T E P N E yS POEMS. 

Go then, by different pathi to glory go. 
The church's both eAates with Mary (how ; 
And while above ihe triumphs, fight below.— 

'Tis <done-— our Monarch to the camp returns,—- 
The Gallic armies. fly— their navy busaa,. 
And earth and Teas all bow at his command. 
And Europe owns her peace from his vi£torious hand. 

THE AUSTRIAN EAGLE. 

A 1* Anna's call the. Auilrian eagle flies, 
-^^ Bearing her thunder to the fouthern Ikies ; 
Where a rafh Prince, with an unequal fway. 
Inflames the region, and mifguides the day ; 
Till the ufurpcr, from his chariot hurl'd. 
Leaves the true Monarch to command the world. 

THE NATURE OF DREAMS. 

AT dead of night imperial Rcafbn fleeps. 
And Fancy with her train loofe revels keep6> 
Then airy phantoms a mix'd fcene difplay. 
Of what we heard, or iaw, or wiih'd by day ; 
For memory thofe images retains. 
Which paifion form'd, and (Ull the ftrongeft »igns« 
Huntfmen renew the chace they lately run. 
And generals fight again their battles won. 
Spe£i:revand furies haunt the murderer's dreams. 
Grants or difgraces are the courtier's themes. 
The mifer (pies a thief, or a new hoard, 
The cit '8 a knight^ the fycophant a iord» 

Thus 
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Thus fancy *s in the wild diftra^bion loft, 
With what we moft abhor, or covet moft« 
But of all paiTions that our dreams control. 
Love prints the deepeft image tn the foul ; 
For vigorous fancy and warm blood difpenib 
Ptsafiires fo lively that they rival fenfe. 
Such are the tranfports of a willing maid. 
Not yet by time and place to aft betray'd. 
Whom fpies dr fome faint virtue force to ffy 
That fcene of joy, which yet fhe dies to try. 
Till fancy bawds, and, by myfterious charms. 
Brings the dear objeft to her longing arms j 
Unguarded then (he rtielts, afts fierce delight. 
And curfes the returns of envious light. 
In filch bleft dreams Byblis enjoys a flame, 
Which waking (he detefts, and dares not name. 
Ixion gives a loofe to his wild love. 
And in his airy vifions cuckolds Jove. 
Honours and ftate before this phantom fall 5 
For deep, like death its image, equals all. 

VERSES 

Imitated from the French of Monf. Maynard> 
to Cardinal Richelieu. 

•I. 

WHEN money and my blood ran high, 
My mufe was reckon'd wondrous pretty $ 
The fports and fmiles did round her fly, 
Epamour'd with her fmart concetti. 

Now 
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II. 

Now (who *d have thought It once ?) with pain 

She ftrings her harp, whilft freezing age 
But feebly runs through evry vein. 

And chills my brilk poetic rage. 
III. 
I properly have ceas*d to live, 

To wine and wonnen, dead in law ; 
And foon from fate I fliall receive 

A fummons to the ihades to go. 
IV. 
The warrior ghofts will round m$ come 

To hear of fam'd Ramillia's fight, 
Whilft the vext Bourbons through the gloom 

Retire to th' utmoft realms of night. 
V. 
Then I, my lord, will tell how you 

With penfions every mufe infpire ; 
Who Marlborough's conqucfts did purfuc. 

And to his trumpets tun'd the lyre. 
VI. 
But ihould (pme droIUng fprite demand, 

Well, Sir, what place had you, I pray ? 
How like a coxcomb fhould I ftand } 

What would your Lordfhip have me fay ? 



JU- 
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JUVENAL. SATIRE VIIL 

THE ARGUMENT, 

In this Sarire, the poet proves that nobility does not con- 
fift in ftatucs and pedigrees, but in honourable and 
good aftions : He lalhes Rubellius Plancus, for 
being infolent, by reafon of his high birth ; and lays 
down an inflan6e that we ought to make the like 
judgment of men, as we do of horfcs, who are va- 
lued rather according to their perfbnal qualities, than' 
by the race of whence they come. He advifes hi» 
noble friend Ponticus (to whom he dedicates the 
fatire) to lead a virtuous life, diffuading him from 
debauchery, luxury, oppreflion, cruelty/ and other 
vices, by his fevere cenfures on Lateranusy Dama- 
(ippus, Gracchus, Nero, Catiline; and in oppofitioa 
to thefe, difplays the worth of perfons meanly bom, 
fuch as Cicero, Marius, Servius Tullius^ and the 
Decii. 

The tranflator of this fatire induftriouily avoided im* 
poiing upon the reader, and perplexing the printer 
with tedious common-plmce notes ; but finding to- 
wards the latter end many examples of noblemen who 
difgraced their anccftors by vicious pra£Hces, and of 
men meanly bom, who ecno^ed their families by- 
virtuous and brave ad^ions, he thought ibme hiftori- 
cai relations were neceiTary towards rendering thoie 
iaftances more intelligible $ which is all he pretends 

to 
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to by his remarks. He would gladly have left out 
. the heavy pafTage of the Mirmillo and Retianiis, 
which he honeftly confeffes he either does not rightly 
underftand, or cannot fufliciently explain. If he 
has not confined himfelf to the ftritt rules of tranfla- 
tion, but has frequently taken the liberty of inaitat- 
ing, paraphrafing, or reconciling the Roman cudoms 
to our modern ufage; he hopes this freedom is 
pardonable, fince he has not ufed it but when he 
found the original fiat, obfcure, or dcfe£bive ; and 
where the humour and conne6lion of the author might 
naturally allow of fuch a change. 

^TTH AT 's the advantage, or the real good, 
[^^ In tracing from the fource our antient blood ? 
To have our anceftors in paint or flone, 
Prefcrv'd as relicks, or like monfters fhcwn ? 
The brave ^milii, as in triumph plac'd. 
The virtuous Curii, half by time defaced j 
Corvinus, with a mouldering nofe, that bears 
Injurious fears, the fad efie£ks of years; 
And Galba grinning without nofe or ears > ^ 
Vain are their hopes, who fancy to inherit 
By trees of pedigrees, or fame, or merit : 
Though plodding heralds through each branch may trace 
Old Captains and Diflators of tlieir race. 
While their ill lives that family bcly. 
And grieve the brafs which ftands dtihonour'd by. 
'Tis mere burlefque, that to our Generals praife 
Their progeny immoml ilatues raife^ 

Yet 
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Yet (far from that old gallantry) delight 
To game before their images all nighty 
And fteal to bed at the approach of day. 
The hour when thefe their enfigns did difplay. 

Why Ihould foft Fabius impudently bear 
Names gain'd by conquefts in the Gallic war } 
Why lays he claim to Hercules's &nm. 
Yet dares be bale, eflfeminate and vain ? 
The glorious altar to that hero built 
Adds but a greater luilre to his guilt, 
Whofe tender limbs and poliih'd ikin diigrace 
The grifly beauty of his manly race ; 
And who, by pra6lifing the difmal ikill 
Of poifoningy and fuch treacherous ways to kill. 
Makes his unhappy kindred marble fweat. 
When his degenerate head by theirs is fet. 

Long galleries of ancefiors, and all 
The follies which ill-gxace a country hall. 
Challenge no wonder or efteem from me ; 
** Virtue alone is true nobility," 
Live therefore well : to men and gods appear. 
Such as good Paulus, Coflus, Drufus, were ; 
And in thy confular triumphal fhow. 
Let thefe before thy father's flatues go ; 
Place them before the enfigns of the ftate. 
As choofmg rather to be good than great. 
Convince the world that you 're devout and true. 
Be juft in all you fay, and all you do $ 
Whatever be your birth, you 're fure to be 
A peer of the firft magnitude to me : 

Rome 
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Rome for your fake (hall pufli her conquefts On^ 
And bring new titles home from nations won. 
To dignify Co eminent a fon. 
With yourbleft name Ihall every region (onnd, 
' Loud AS mad Egypt, when her priefts have found 
A new Ofirts for dte ox they drown'd. 

But who will call thofe noble, who deface. 
By meaner afts, the glories of their race j 
Whofe only title to our fathers* feme 
Is couch'd in the dead letters of their toanic? 
A dwarf ^s well may for a giant pafs j 
A negro for a fwan ; a crook -back'd laft 
Be call'd Europa j and a cur may bear 
The name of tiger, lion, or whatever 
Denotes the nobleft or the fierceft beaft : 
Be therefore careful, left the world in jelt 
Should thee juft fo wiA the mock titles greet. 
Of Camerinus, or of conquer*d Crete. 

To whom is this advice and cenfiire dot ? 
Rubellius Plancus, 'tis applied to you ; 
Who think your perfon fecond to divine, 
Becaufe defcended firom the Drufia* line ; 
Though yet you no illuftrious »ft have done, 
To make the world diftinguifh Julia's ibn 
From the vile offspring of a trull, who (ks 
By the town wall, and for a living knits. 
** You -are poor rogues (you cry) the balnr fcum- 
'' A nd inconfidecable ^regs dF Romet 
" Who know not hota what comer of iIm earth 
** The obfcure wretck^ who got yott> itole his birth : 

" Mine 
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'* Mkie I derive from CeciojM" May your Grace 

Live and enjoy the fplcndor of your race !— ^ 
Yet of thefc bafe plebeians we have known 
Some, who, by charming eloquence, have grown 
Great icnators, and honours to that gown : 
Some at the bar with fubtilty defend 
The caufe of an unlearned noble friend s 
Or on the bench the knotty laws untie : 
Others their ibonger youth to arms apply. 
Go to Euphrates, or thofe forces join 
Which garrifon the conquefts near the Rhine. 
While you, RubcUius, on your birth rely | 
Though yow refcmble your great family 
No more, than tho(e rough (Utues on the road 
(Which we call ]V{[ercunes) are like that God: 
Your blockhead though excels, in this alone. 
You are a living ftatue, that of done. 

Great Son of Troy, who ever prais'd a beaft 
For being of a race above the reft, 
But rather meant his courage, and his force > 
To give an ibftance— We commend a horfe 
(Without regard of paftUre or of breed) 
For his undaunted mettle and his (peed ; 
Who wins moft plates with greateft eafe, and firft 
Prints with his hoofs his conquefts on the duft. 
But if fleet Dragon's progeny at laft 
Prove jaded, and in frequent matches call. 
No favour for the ftallion we retain, 
And no refpe6): for the degeneiBte ftrain { 

Thfr 
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The worthlefs brute is from New- Market brought^ 
And at an under-rate in Smithfield bought, 
Tp turn a mili, or drag a loaded life 
Beneath two panniers and a baker's wife. 

That we may therefore you, not yours, admire; 
Firft, Sir, fome honour of your own acquire ; 
Add to that ftock which juftly we beftow 
On thofe bleft (hades to whom you all things owe. 

This may fuffice the haughty youth to ihame, 
Whofe fwelling veins (if we may credit fame) 
Burft almoft with the vanity and pride 
That their rich blood to Nero's is ally'd : 
The rumour's likely; for *« We feldom find 
** Much fenfe with an exalted fortune join'd." 

But Ponticus, I would not you (hould raiie 
Your credit by hereditary praife j 
Let your own a£bs immortal ife your namei 
** *Tis poor relying on another's fame j" 
For, take the pillars but away, and all 
The fuperftru6hire muft in ruins fell j 
As a vine droops, when by divorce remov'd 
From the embraces of the elm ihe lov'd. 

Be a good foldier, or upright truftee. 
An arbitrator from corruption free. 
And if a witnefs in a doubtful caufe, 
"Where a brib'd judge means to elude the laws ; 
Though Phalaris's brazen bull were there, 
And he would di£tate what he 'd have you Avear, 
Be not fo profligate, but rather chufe 
TSo guard your honour, and your life to lofe. 

Rather 
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Rather than let your virtue be betray *d; 
Virtue the nobleft caufe for which you 're made. 

" Improperly we meafure life by breath ; 
** Such do not truly live who merit death ;*' 
Though they their wanton fenies nicely pleafe 
With all the charms of luxury and eafe j 
Though mingled flowers adorn their carelefs brow, 
And round them coftly (weets neglefted flow, 
As if they in their funeral ftate were laid, 
And to the world, as they *re to virtue, dead. 

When you the province you expe6l, obtain, 
From paflion and from avarice refrain ; 
Let our aflbciates poverty provoke 
Thy generous heart not to incrcafe their yoke, 
Since riches cannot refcufe from the grave, 
Which claims alike the monarch and the (lave. 

To what the laws enjoin, fubmiflion pay ; 
And what the Senate (hall command, obey. 
Think what rewards upon the good attend, 
And how thofe fall unpitied who offend : 
Tutor and Capito may warnings be, 
Who- felt the thunder of the States decree. 
For robbing the Cecilians, though they 
(Like lefler pikes) only fubfift on prey. 
But what avails the rigour of their doom ? 
Which cannot future violence overcome. 
Nor give the miferable province eafe. 
Since what one plunderer left, the next will fcize. 

Cherippus then, in time yourfelf bethink, 
And what your rags will yield by audUon, fink ; 

T Ne'er 
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Ne'er put yourfeif to charges to complain 
Of wrong which heretofore you did fuftain. 
Make not a voyage to deteSt the theft j 
'Tis mad to lavifli what their rapine left. 

When Rome at firft our rich allies fttbchiedy 
From gentle uxes noble fpoiU accrued ; 
Each wealthy province, but in part oppreft. 
Thought the lofs trivial, and enjoy'd the reft. 
All treafurieir did then with heaps abound i 
In every wardrobe coftly filks were found ; 
The leaft apartment of the meaneft houfe 
Could all the wealthy pride of art produce ; 
Pifhires which from PaiThafius did receive 
Motion and warmth ; and.ilatues taught to live ; 
Some Polyclete*s, Ibmc Myron's work declar'dy 
In others Phidias' mafter-piece appear'd ; 
And crowding plate did on the cupboard ftand, 
Embofs'd by curious Mentor's artful hand. 
Prizes like theie opprelTors might invite, 
Thefe Dolabella*s rapine did excite, 
Thefe Antony for his own theft thought fit, 
Verrcs for thefe did facrilege commit ; 
And when their reigns were ended, Ihips full fraught 
The hidden fruits of their exa6^ion brought. 
Which made tn peace a treafure richer far. 
Than what is plundered tn the rage of war. 

This was of old ; but our confederates now 
Have nothing left but oxen for the plough, 
Or fome few maies reierv'd alone for breed s 
Vet left this piovident defign fucceed^ 

They 
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They drive the father of the herd away, 
Making both ftallion and his paflure prey. 
Their rapine is fo abje£fc and prophane^ 
They not from trifles nor from Gods refrain; 
But the poor Lares from the niches (eize. 
If they be little images that pleafe. 
Such are the fpoiis which now provoke their theft. 
And are the greateft, nay, they 're all that *s left. 

Thus may you Corinth or weak Rhodes opprefs. 
Who dare not bravely what they feel redrefs : 
For how can fops thy tyranny control, 
** Smooth limbs are fymptoms of a fervile foul." 
But trefpa&^ot too far on fturdy Spain, ^ 

Sclavonia, Trance j thy gripes from thofc reftrain, J- 
Who with their fweat Rome's luxury maintain, J 

And (end us plenty, while our wanton day 
Is lavilh'd at the Circus, or the play. 
For, fhould you to extortion beinclin'd. 
Your cruel guilt will little booty find, 
Since gleaning Marius has already feiz'd 
All that from fun-burnt Afric can be fqueezM. 

But, above all, ** Be careful to with-hold 
*' Your talons from the wretched and the bold 5 
" Tempt not the brave and needy to defpair ; 
*' For, though your violence fhould leave them bare 
** Of gold and filTer, fwords and darts remain, 
*' AtmJ will revenge the wrongs which they fuftain ; 
" The plundered ftill have arms " 

Think not the precept I have here laid down 
A fond; uncertain notion of my own ; 

T » Ko 
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No, 'tis a SibyPs leaf what I relate. 
As fix'd and fure, as the decrees of fate. 

Let none but men of honour you attend ; 
Choofe him that has moil virtue for your friend. 
And give no way to any darling youth 
To fell your favour, and pervert the truth. 
Reclaim your wife from ftrolling up and down. 
To all aiBzes and through every town. 
With claws like harpies, eager for the prey 
(For which your juftice and your fame will pay). 
Xeep yourfclf free from fcandals fuch as thefc j 
Then trace your birth from Picus, if you plcafe ; 
If he 's too modern, and your pride afpirc 
To leek the author of your being higher, 
Choofe any Titan who the Gods withftood 
To be the founder of your ancient blood, 
Prometheus, and that race before the flood,. 
Or any other flory you can'find 
From heralds, or in poets, to your mind. 

But ihould you prove ambitious, luftfui, vain ; 
Or could you fee with pleafure and difdain. 
Rods broke on out alTociates bleeding backs. 
And heads-men labouring till they blunt their axj 
Your father's glory will your fin proclaim. 
And to a clearer light expofe your fhame ; 
** Forftill more public fcandai vice extends, 
*' As he is great and noble who offends." 

How dare you then your high extraftion plead } 
Yet bluih not when you go to forge a deed, 
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In the fame temple which your grandfire built j 
Making hjs ftatue privy to the guilt. 
Or in a bawdy mafquerade are led 
Muffled by night to fome polluted bed. 

Fat Lateranus does his revels keep 
Where his forefathers peaceful alhes deep; 
Driving hirafelf a chariot down the hill, 
And (though a conful) links himfelf the wheel : 
To do him juftice, 'tis indeed by night, 
Yet the moon fees, and every fmaller light 
Pries as a witnefs of the fhameful fight. 
Nay when his year of honour *s ended, foon 
He '11 leave that nicety, and mount at noon ; 
Nor blufh Ihould he fome grave aquaintance meet. 
But, proud of being known, will jerk and greet : 
And when his fellow-beafls are weary grown, 
He '11 play the groom, give oats, and rub them down. 
If, after Numa's ceremonial v^'ay. 
He at Jove*8 altar would a viftim flay. 
To no clean goddefs he direfts his prayers. 
But by Hippona moft devoutly fwears, 
Or fome rank deity, whofe filthy face 
We fuitably o'er flinking flables place. 

When he has run his length, and does begin 
To fteer his courfe dire£ily for the inn 
(Where they have watch'd, cxpcainghim all night), 
A greafy Syrian, ere he can alight, 
Prcl'ents him cfTencc, while his courteous hoft 
(Well knowing nothing by good-breeding '$ loft) 

T 3 Tags 
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Tags cv'ry fentcoce with fomc fawning word, 

Such as " My King, My Prince," at leaft " My Lord }*' 

And a tight maid, ere he for wine can a(k, 

GueiTes his meaning, and unoils the flaik. 

Some, friends to vice, induftrioufly defend 

Thefe innocent diverfions, and pretend 

That I the tricks of youth too roughly blame, 

AUedging that when young we did the fame. 

I giant we did, yet when that age was pad, 

The frolic humour did no longer laft j 

We did not cherifh and indulge the crime : 

What 's foul in adding, ihould be left in time. 

'Tistrue, fome faults, of courfe, with childhood end^ 

We therefore wink at wags when they offend, 

And fpare the boy, in hopes the man may mend. 

But Lateranus (now his vigorous age 
Should prompt him for his country to engage. 
The circuit of our empire to extend. 
And all our lives in Caefar's to defend) 
Mature in riots, places his delight 
All day in plying bumpers, and at night 
Reels to the bawds, over whofe doors are fet 
Pictures and bills, with ** Here arc whores to let,*' 
Should any defjperate unexpe6led fate 
Summon all heads and hands to guard the ftate, 
-Cxiar, fend quickly to fecure the port ; 
♦* But whereas the general ? where docs he refort ?" 
Send to the futler's ; there y' arc fure to find 
The bully match'd with rafcals of hisKind, 

Quacks, 
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Quacks, coffin-makers ; fugitives and lailors ; 
Rooks^ common foldiers, hangmen, thieves, and tailors ; 
With Cybele's priefts, who, weary'd with proceffions. 
Drink there, and flcep with knaves of all profcffions, 
A friendly gang ! each equal to the bed ; 
And all, who can, have liberty to jeft : 
One flaggon walks the round, that none fhould think 
They either change, or ftint him of his drink : 
And, Icfl exceptions may for place be found. 
Their flools are all alike, their table round. 

What think you, Ponticus, yourfelf might do, 
Should any llave fo lewd belong to you ^ 
No doubt, you *d fend the rogue in fetters bound 
To work in Bridewell, or to plough your ground : 
But, nobles, you who trace your biith from Troy, 
Think, you the great prerogative enjoy 
Of doing ill, by virtue of that race j 
As if what we efteem in coblers bafe, 
Would the high family of Brutus grace. 

Shameful are thefc examples, yet we find 
(To Rome's difgrace) far worfc than thelc behind ; 
Poor Damafippus, whom we once have known 
Fluttering with coach and fix about the town. 
Is ft>rcM to make the ftage his lafl retreat, 
And pawn's his voice, the all he has, for meat : 
For now he mutt (fince his eftate is loft) 
Or reprefent, or be himfelf, a ghoft : 
And Lentulus a£ls hanging with fuch art, 
Were I a judge, he fliould not feign the part, 

T 4 Nor 
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Nor would I their vile infolence acquit, . 
Who can with patience, nay divecfion, fit. 
Applauding my lord's bufibonry for wit. 
And clapping farces aded by the court, 
While the peers cuff, to make the rabble (port : 
Or hirelings, at a prize, their fortunes try ; 
Certain to fall unpity'd if they die ; 
Since none can have the favourable thought 
That to obey a tyrant's will they fought. 
But that their lives they willingly expofe. 
Bought by the Praetors to adorn their (hows. 

Yet fay, the ftage and lifts were both in fight. 
And you muft either choofe to aft, or fight j 
Death never fiire bears fuch a ghaftly fhape. 
That a rank coward bafely would cfcapc 
By playing a foul harlot's jealous tool. 
Or a feign'd Andrew to a real fool. 
Yet a peer aftor is no monftrous thing, 
Since Rome has own'd a fidler for a king : 
After fuch pranks, the world itfelf at beft 
May be imagined nothing but a jeft. 

Go to the lifts where feats of arms are (hown. 
There you '11 find Gracchus (from patrician) grown 
A fencer and the fcandal of the town. 
Nor will he the Mirmillo*s weapons bear. 
The modeft helmet be difdains to wear ; 
As Retiarius he attacks his foe ; 
Firft waves his trident ready for the throw, 
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Next cafts his net, but neither leveled right, 
He dares about expos'd to public fight. 
Then places all his fafety in his flight, 
Room for the noble gladiator ! See 
His coat and hatband fhew his quality. 
Thus when at lad the brave Mirmillo knew 
'Twas Gracchus was the wretch he did purfue^ 
To conquer fuch a coward griev'd him more. 
Than if he many glorious wounds had bore. 
Had we the freedom to exprefs our mind. 
There 's not a wretch fo much to vice ii^clin'd. 
But will own, Seneca did far excel 
His pupil, by whofe tyranny he fell : 
To expiate whofe complicated guilt. 
With fome proportion to the blood he fpilt, 
Rome ihould more ferpents, apes, and facks provide^ 
Than one for the compendious parricide. 
'Tis true, Oredes a like crime did ad ; 
Yet weigh thecaufe, there 's di£ference in the fa6t : 
He flew his mother at the gods' command, 
They bid him firike, and did dire£l his hand ; 
To puniih falfhood, and appeaie the ghoft 
Of his poor father treacheroufly loft, 
Juft in the minute when the flowing bowl 
With a full tide enlarged his chearful foul. 
Yet kill'd he not his fifter, or his wife, 
Nor aim'd at any near relation's life ; 
Oreftes, in the heat of all his rage. 
Ne'er play'd or fung upon a public ftage ; 

Never 
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Never on verfe did his wild thoughts employ. 
To paint the horrid fccne of burning Troy, 
Like Nero, who, to raife hi« fancy higher, 
And finilh the great work, fet Rome on fire. 
Such crimes make treafbn juft, and might compel 
Virginius, Vindex, Galba, to rebel ; 
For what could Nero's felf have a6led woHe 
To aggravate the wretched nation's curie > 

Thefe are the bleft endowments, ftudies, arts. 
Which exercife our mighty Emperor's parts ; 
Such frolicks with his roving genius fuit. 
On foreign theatres to proftitute 
His voice and honour, for the poor renown 
Of putting all the Grecian aftors down, 
And winning at a wake their pariley-crown. 
Let this triumphal chaplet find fome place 
Among the other trophies of thy race ; 
By the Domitii's flatues fhall be laid 
The habit and the mafk in which you play*d 
Antigone's, or bold Thyeftes* part, 
(While your wild nature little wanted art) 
And on the marble pillar fhall be hung 
The lute to which the Royal Madman Tung* 

Who, Catiline, can boafl a nobler line 
Than thy lewd friend Cethegus's, and thine > 
Yet you took arms, and did by night confpire 
To fet your houfes and our gods on fire 
( An enterprizc which might indeed become 
Our enemies, the Gauls, notfons of Rome, 

To 
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To recompenfe whofc barbarous intent 
Pitch'd Ikirts would be too mild a punifhment) : 
But TuUy, our wife conful, watch'd the blow. 
With care difcover'd, and difarm'd the foe ; 
Tully^ the humble mufhroom, fcarcely known. 
The lowly native of a country town 
(Who till of late could never reach the height 
Of being honour'd as a Roman knight). 
Throughout the trembling city plac'd a guard. 
Dealing an equal fhare to every ward, 
And by the peaceful robe got more renown 
Within our walls, than young Oftavius won 
By vi£lories at Aftium, or the plain 
Of Theflaly, difcolour'd by the llain : 
Him therefore Rome in gratitude decreed 
The Father of his Country, which he freed. 

Marius (another conful we admire) 
In the fame village born, firft plow'd for hire ; 
His. next advance was to the (bldier*s trade. 
Where, if he did not nimbly ply the Q)ade, 
His furly officer ne*er fail'd to crack 
His knotty cudgel on his tougher back : 
Yet he alone fecur'd the tottering flate, 
Withftood the Cimbrians, and redeem'd our fate ; 
So when the eagles to their quarry flew 
( Who never fuch a goodly banquet knew) 
Only a fecond laurel did adorn 
His colleague Catulus, though nobly born ; 
He (har'd the pride of the triumphal bay. 
But Marius won the glory of ^ day* 

/ From 
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. From a mean (lock the pious Decii came. 
Small their efiates, and vulgar was their name ; 
Yet fuch their viriues, that their lofs alone 
For Rome and all our legions did atone ; 
Their country's doom they by their own retrieved, 
Thcmfelves more worth than all the hoft they fav'd. 
The laft good king whom willing Rome obey'd. 
Was the poor offspring of a captive maid 5 
Yet he thofe robes of empire juftly bore, 
Which Romulus, our facred founder, wore : 
Nicely he gain'd, and well poiTeft the throne^ 
Not for his father's merit, but his own. 
And reign' d, himfelf a family alone. 

When Tarquin, his proud fucceffbr, was quell'd. 
And with him Luft and Tyranny expell'd, 
The confuls fons (who, for their country's good. 
And to inhance the honour of their blood, 
Should have afferted what their father won, 
And, to confirm that liberty, have done 
A6lions which Codes might have wifli'd his own ; 
What might to Mutius wonderful appear. 
And what bold Clelia might with envy hear) 
Open'd the gates, endeavouring to reftore 
Their banifh'd king, and arbitrary power : 
Whilft a poor (lave, with fcarce a name, betray'd 
The horrid ills thefe well-bom rogues had laid 2 
Who therefore for tlieir treafon juftly bore 
The rods and ax, ne'er us'd in Rome before. 

If you have ftrcngth Achilles' arms to bear. 
And courage to fudain a ten years warj 

Though 
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Though foul Thcrfites got thee, thou fhalt be 
More lov'd by all, and more eftecm'd by roe. 
Than if by chance you from fbme hero came. 
In nothing like your father but his name. 

Boaft then your blood, and your long lineage ftrct,ch 
As high as Rome, and its great founders reach j 
You '11 find, in thcle hereditary tales. 
Your anceftors the fcum of broken jails ; 
And Romulus, your honour's ancient fourcc. 
But a poor fhepherd's boy, or fomething worfc. 



HORACE. BOOK III. ODE VII. 
IMITATED. 



DEAR Molly, why fo oft in tears ? 
Why all thefe jealoufies and fears. 
For thy bold Son of Thunder ? 
Have patience till we've conquered France, 
Thy clofet fliall be ftor'd with Nantz ; 
Ye ladie^ like fuch plunder. 
II. 
Before Toulon thy yoke-mate lies. 
Where all the live-long night he fighs 

For thee in loufy cabin : 
And though the Captain's Chloe cries, 
" 'Tis I, dear Bully, pr'ythee rife"— 
He will not let the drab in* 

III. But 
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III. 
But flie, the cunning*ft jade alive. 
Says, 'tis the ready way to thrive. 

By fharing female bounties : 
And, if he'll be but kind one night. 
She vows he (hall be dubb'd a knight. 
When Ihe is made a countefs. 
IV. 
Then tells of imooth young pages whipp'd, 
Cafliier'd, and of their liveries flripp'd i 

Who late to peers belonging. 
Are nightly now compell'd to trudge 
With links, becaufe they would not drudge 
To favc their ladies longing. 
V. 
But Val 'the eunuch cannot be 
A colder cavalier than he, 

In all fuch love-adventures : 
Then pray do you, dear Molly, take 
Some Chriftian care, and do not break 
Your conjugal indentures. 

Bellair ! (who does not Bellair know ? 
The wit, the beauty, and the beau) 

Gives out, he loves you dearly : 
And many a nymph attack'd with fighs^ 
And foft impertinence and noift, 

Full oft has beat a parley^ 



VII. But 
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vn. 

But, pretty turtle^ when the blade 
Shall come with amorous (erenade. 

Soon from the window rate him : 
But if reproof will not prevail, 
And he perchance attempt to fcale 

Difcharge the joirdaa at him. 



HORACE. BOOK IV, ODE IX; 



VERSES immortal as my bays I {mg, * 
When fuited to my trembling ftring : 
When by ftrange art both voice and lyre agree 
To make one pleafing harmony. 
All poets are by their blind captain led, - 
(For none e'er had the ikcrilegiDua pride 
To tear the well-plac'd lauxcl fiom his aged head.) 

Yet Pindar's rolling dithyrambic tide 
Hath fiill this praife, that none prefume to fly 
Like him, but flag too low, or foar too high. 
Still does Stefichorus*s tongue 
Sing Tweeter than the bird which on It hung, 
Anacreon n'er too old can grow. 
Love from every verfe docs flow ; 
Still Sappho's firings do feem to move, 
loftrudbng ail her fex to love. 

X ll. Golden 
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II. 
Golden rings of flowing hair 
More than Helen did enfnare ; 
Others a prince's grandeur did admire, 
Andy wondering, melted to defire. 
Not only fltilful Teuccr knew 
To dire^ arrows from the bended yew. 
Troy more than once did fall. 
Though hireling gods rebuilt its nodding wall. 
Was Sthcnelus the only valiant be, 
A fubjeft fit for lafting poetry ? 
Was He6tor that prodigious man alone, 
Who, to fave others lives, expos 'd his owq > 
Was only he fo brave to dare his fate, 
And be the pillar of a tottering ftate ? 
No ; others bury'd in oblivion lie. 

As (iient as tiieir grave, 
Becaufe no charitable poet gave 
Their well-Kleferved immortality. 

III. 
Virtue with (loth, and cowards with the brave. 
Are level'd in th* impartial grave. 
If they no poet have. 

But I will lay my mufic by, 

And bid the mournful firings in iilence lie ; 
Unlefs my fongs begin and end with you, 
To whom my ftrings, to whom my fongs, are due. 
No pride docs with your rifing honours grow. 
You meekly look on fuppliant crowds below. 

Should 
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Should fortune change your happy date. 
You could admire, yet envy not, the great. 
Your equal hand holds an unbias'd (bale. 
Where no rich vices, gilded baits, prevail : 
You with a generous honefty de^i(e 
What all the meaner world (o dearly prize r 
Nor does your virtue diiappear. 
With the imall circle of one fhort-Cv'd year : 
Others, like comets, vifit and away ; 
Your luftre, great as theirs, finds no decay. 
But with the conftant Sun makes an eternal day. 
IV. 
We barbaroafly call thofe bleft, 
Who are of largeft tenements poffeil, 
Whilft fwelling cofiers break their owner's reft. 
More truly happy thofe, who can 
Govern that little empire, Man ; 
Bridle their paiSions and dire£t their will 
Through all the glittering paths of charming ill ; 
Who fpend their treafure freely as 'twas given 
By the large bounty of indulgent heaven ; 
Who, in a fixt unalterable fbte. 
Smile atthe doubtful tide of Fate, 
And fcom alike her friendfhip and her hate ; 
Who poifon lefs than falfhood fear. 
Loth to purcbafe life fo dear ; 
But kindly for their friend embrace cold Death, 
And fcal their countiy'i love with their departing breath. 

U Translation 
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Translation of the following Verse from 
L U C A N. 

" Viftrix cauft Diis placuit, ftd vi6bi Catoni.** 

The Gods and Cato did in this divide. 

They chboie the conquering, he the oonquer'd fide. 



TO MR. EDMUND SMITH. 

MU N, rarely credit Common Fame, 
Unheeded let her praife or hlame ; 
As whimfies guide the goilip tattles 
Of wits, of heauties, and of battles ; 
To-day the warrior's brow flie crowns, 
For naval fpoils, and taken towns j 
To-morrow all her fpite ihe rallies. 
And votes the vi6lor to the gallies. 

Nor in her vifits can fhe fpare 
The reputation of the fair. 
For inftance :— Chloe's bloom did boaft 
A while to be the reigning toaft; 
Lean he£tic (parks abandoned bohea, 
And in beer-glalTes pledg'd to Chloe : 
What fops of figure did fhe bring 
To the Front-boxes and the Ring } 
While nymphs of quality look fullen. 
As breeding wives, or moulting pullen. 

Blcft 
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Blcft charmer fhe, till prying Fame 
Incog, to Miss's toilet came ; 
Where in the gally-pots fhe fpy'd 
Lilies and rofes, that defy'd 
The'froft.of age, with certain pickles 
They call— tofmctics for the freckles : 
Away fhe flew with what fhe wanted. 
And told at Court that Chloe painted. 

" Then who*d on Common Fame rely, 
*' Whofe chief employment's to decry ? 
" A cogging, fickle, jilting female, 
** As ever piy'd at fix in the Mall j 
" The father of all fibs begat her 
" On fome old newfman's fufty daughter." 

O Captain ! Taifez-vous— 'twere hard 
Her novels ne'er Ihould have regard : 
One proof I'll in her favour give. 
Which none but you will diihelieve. 

When Phoebus fent her to recite 
The praiies of the mofl polite, 
Whofe fccnes have been, in every age. 
The glories of the Briti0i fUge ; 
Then flie, to rigid truth confin'd. 
Your name with lofty Shakefpeare join'd ; 
And, ijpeaking as the God direded, 
The praife ihe gave was unfuipe^ted. 
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THE SPELL. 

^TTHENE'ER I wive, young Strephoa cry'd, 
^^ Ye powers that o'er the noofe |>refide ! 
Wit, beauty, wealth, and humour, give. 
Or let me ftill a rover live : 

But if all thcle no nymph can ihare, 1 

And I'm predeftinM to the fhare, I 

Let mine, ye powers ? be doubly fair. J 

Thus pny'd the (wain in heat of blood, 
Whilft Cupid at his elbow flood ; 
And twitching him, (aid. Youth, be wife, 
Aik not impoffibilities : 
A faultlefs make, a manag'd wit. 
Humour and fortune never met : 
But if a beauty you'd obtain, 
Court fbme bright Phyllis of the brain ; 
The dear idea long enjoy. 
Clean is the blifs, and will not cloy. 
But trufl me, youth, for I'm fincere. 
And know the ladies to a hair : 
Howe'er finall poets whine upon it. 
In madrigal, and fong, and fbnnet. 
Their beauty 's but a Spell, to bring 
A lover to th' inchanted ring ; 
Ere the fack poiTet is digefted. 
Or half of Hymen's taper wafled. 
The winning air, the wanton trip, 
The radiant eye, the velvet lip> 

From 
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From which you fragrant kiffes ftolc, 
And feem to fuck her fpringing fouL— 
The(e, and the reft, you doted on. 

Are naufeous or infipid grown ; 
The Spell difTolves, the cloud is gone^ 

And Sachariflk turns to Joan, 



ELEGY 

UPON THE DEATH OF TIBULLUS. 

FROM OVID. 

T F MdDnon's fate, bewail'd with conftant dew, 
■■• Does, with the day, his niother*s grief renew ; 
Jf her ion's death moy'd tender Thetis' mind 
To iwcU with tears the waves, with %hs the wind ; 
If mighty Gods can mortals' forrow know. 
And be die humble partners of our woe ; 
Now loofe your trefles, peniive Elegy, 
(Too well your office and your name agree) 
Tibullus, once the joy and pride of Fame, 
Lies now rich fuel on the trembling flame. 
Sad Cupid now defpairs of ccmquering hearts, 
Throws-by his en)pty quiver, breaks his darts; 
Eaies his ulelefs bows from idle firings. 
Nor flies, hut humbly creept with flagging wing$. 
He wants, of which he xobb'd fond lovers> reft. 
And wounds widi fUcious bands his penfive brcaft* 

U 3 Thpfe 
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Thofe graceful curls which wantonly did flow. 
The whiter rivals of the falling fftow. 
Forget their beauty, and in difcord lie. 
Drunk with the fountain from his melting eye. 
Kot more ^neas* lofs the boy did move ; 
Like pailions for them' both, prove equal love. 
Tibullus' death grieves the fair goddefs more, 
More (wells her, eyes, than when the favage boar 
Her beautiful, licr lov'd Adonis tore. 

Poets lafge fouls, heaven^s nobkft ftamps do bear 
{Poets, the watchful angels darling care) : 
Yet death (blind archer) that no diference knows. 
Without refpeft his roving arrows throws. 
Kor Phoebus, nor the Muies* qiieen, could gi^' 
Their fon, their own prerogative, to live, 
Orpheus, the heir of both his parents' (kill, 
Ta&iM wondering b^fts, and Death's more ^ruelvdll. 
Linus' fad ftrings on the dumb luce do lie. 
In iilence forcVI to let ^eir mafter die^ 
Homer (the fpring to i^hom we poett ow« 
Our little all does in fweet numbera flow) 
Remains immortal only in liis fame. 
His works alone furvive the envious Iflame. 

In vain to Gods (if Gods there are) we pray^ 
And needlefs vi£tims prodigally pay, 
Worfliip their deeping deities : yet Detdl 
Scorns votaries, and flops the pnyiiig breatlft. 
To hallow'd flirines intruding Fate will cbmei • 
And drag you from the altar to the tbiab. 

Goj 
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G09 frantic poet, with deiufions fed. 
Think laurels guard your coxiibcrated head. 
Now the fweet mailer of your art is dead. 
What can we hope } (mce that a narrow fpan 
Can meafure the remains of thee, great man ! 
The bold raih flame that dui^ approach fo nigh, 
And fee Tibulius, and not trembling die, 
Durft feize on temples, and their gods defy. 
Fair Venus (fair ev*n in fuch forrows) ftands, 
Clofing her heavy eyes with trembling hands e 
Anon, in vain, officioufly fhe tries 
To quench the flame with rivers from her eyes« 

His mother weeping does his eye-lids clofe. 
And on his urn tears, her laft gift, bellows. 
His Mer too, with hair difhevel'd, bears 
Part of her mother's natufe, and her tears. 

With thofe, two fair, two mournful rivals come, 
And add a greater triumph to his tomb : 
Both hug his urn, both his lov'd/aihes kifs. 
And both contend which reap*d the greater blifs. 
Thus Delia fpoke (when (ighs no more could laft) 
Renewing by remembrance pleafures pad ; 
** When youth with vigourdid for joy combine, 
" I was Tibulius* life, Tibulius mine : 
" I entertained his hot, his* firft defire, 
*' And kept alive, till age, his aftive fire.'* 
To her then Nemcfis (when groahs gave leave), 
" As I alone was lov'd, alone Til grieve : 
'* Spare your vain tears, >Tibullus' heart was mine, 
1^ About my neck his dying arms did ^vine ; 

U 4 « I ihatch'd 



296 STEPNEY'S POEMS. 

•• I fnatch'd his foul, which true to me did prove : 

" Age ended yours, death only, ftopp*d my Ioyc." 

If any poor remains furvive the flames. 
Except thin ihadows, and more empty names ; 
Free in Elyfium Ihall Tibullus rove, 
Kor fear a fecond death fhould crofs his love. 
There ihall Catullus, crown'd with bays, impart ^ 

To his far dearer friend his open heart: 
There Gallus (if Fame's hundred tongues all lye) 
Shall, free from cenfure, no more rafhly die. 
Such ihall our poet's bleil companions be. 
And in their deaths, as in their lives, agree. 
But thou, rich urn, obey my ilrifl commands. 
Guard thy great charge from iacrilegious hands. 
Thou, ^rth, Tibullus* aihcs gently ufe. 
And be as ibft and eafy as his Muic. 

TO THE EVENING STAR^ 
Engliihed from a Greek Idyllium* 

BR I G H T Star ! py Venus fixM above 
To rule the happy realms of love j 
Who in the dewy rear of day. 
Advancing thy diflinguifh'd ray, 
Dbft oth^r Hghts as far out-ihine 
As Cynthia's iilver glories thine ; 
Known by fuperior beauty there^ 
As much as Faftorelh beic« 

Exert, 
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Exert, bright ftar, thy friendly light. 
And guide me through the duiky night | 
Defrauded of her beams, the Moon 
Shines dim, and will be vanilh'd foon. 
I would not rob the fhepherd's fold ; 
I ieek no mifer's hoarded gold ; 
To find a nymph, I*m forc'd to ftray. 
Who lately &6U my heart away. 
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P R E F A C Ev 

IT has been Co ufual among modern authors to write 
pr^aceSy that a man is thought rude to his reader, 
who does not giye him fome account before-hand of 
what he is to expe6b in the bookl 

The greateft part of this colk£lion confifts of amo- 
rous verfes. Thofe who axe converiant with the writ- 
ings of the ancieotSy will obferve a great di£&rence be- 
tween what they and the moderns have publiihed upon 
this fubje£i:. The occadons upon which the poems of 
the former are written, are fuch as happen to every man 
almoftthat is in love ; and the thoughts fuch, as are na- 
tural for every man in love to think. . The moderns, 
oa the other hand, have fought out foroccafions that 
none meet with but themfelves ; and fill their verfes 
with ihottghts that are fuiprizing and glittering, but not 
tender, paifionate, or natural to a man in love. 

To judge which of thefe two are in the right ; we 
ought to coniider the end that people propofe in writing 
love verfes^ and that I take not to be the getting 
fame or admiration from the world, but the obtaining 
the love of their miftrefs ; and the bcft way I conceive 
to make her .love you, is to convince her that you love 
her. Now this certainly is not to be done by forced 
conceits, far-fetched (imilies, and fhining points ; but 
by a true and lively reprefentation of the pain« and 
thoughts attending fuch a pai&oa. 

u — « Si 
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ft M l, Si VIS me flerc, dolendum eft 

f* Primui» ipfi tibJ, tunc tua me {nfortuniajaedent.** 

I would as foon believe a widow in great grief for her 
liuibandy becaufe I faw her dance a corant about his 
coffin, as believe a man in love with his miftrefs for his 
writing fuch veffts as fbme great modem wits have 
done Lpon theirs. 

I am fatisfied that Catullus, TibuUus, Propcrtius, 
and Ovid, were in love with their miftrefles while they 
iipbraid them, quarrel with them, threatch them, and 
forfvvear them j but I confefs I cannot believe Petrarch 
in love with his, when he writes conceits upon her name, 
her gloves, and the place of her birth. I know it is 
natural for a lover, in tranfports of jealoufy, to treat 
his miftrefs with ail the violence imaginable; but I 
cannot think it natural for a man, who is much in love, 
to amufe himfelf with fuch trifles as the other. I am 
jpleafcd with Tibullus, when he fays, he could live in a 
defart with his miftrefs where never any human foot- 
fteps appeared, becaufe I doubt not but he really think» 
what he fays : but I confefs I can hardly forbear laugh- 
ing when Petrarch tells us, he could live without any 
other fuftenance than his miftrefs's looks. I can very 
eafily believe a man may love a woman fo well as to de* 
iire no company but hers ; but I can never believe a 
man can love a woman fo well as to have no need of 
meat and drink if he may look upon her. The firft is a. 
thought fo natural for a lover, that there is no man. 
i«ally in love, but thinks the fame thing i the other is 

BOt 
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not the thought of a man in love, but of a man who 
would impofe upon us with a pretended love (and 
that indeed very grofsiy too) while he had really none 
at all. 

It would be endlefs to purfue this point ; and any 
man who will but give himfelf the trouble to compare 
what the antients and modems have ikid upon the fame 
occafionsy will ibon perceive the advisintage the former 
have over the others. I have choien to mention Pe- 
trarch only, as being by much the moft famous of all 
the moderns who have written love-veries : and it is, 
indeed, the great reputation which he has gotten, that 
has given encouragement to this falfe fort of wh in the 
world : for people, feeing the great credit he had, and 
has indeed to this day, not only in Italy, but over 
all Europe, have fatisfied themfelves with the imitation 
of him, never enquiring whether the way he took was 
the right or not. 

There are no modern writers, peiiiaps, who hate 
fucceeded better in love-verfes than the Englifh ; and it 
is indeed jufl that the faireft ladies ihould inipire the 
beft poets. Never was there a more copious fancy or 
greater reach of wit than what appears in Dr. Donne ; 
nothing can be more gallant or genteel than the poems 
of Mr. Waller ; nothing more gay or fprightly than thole 
of Sir John Suckling ; and nothing fuller of variety and 
learning than Mr. Cowley's« However, it may be ob- 
ferved, that among all tfaeie, that ibftnefs, tendemefs, 
and violence of pafiion, which the ancients thought 
moft proper for loye-yerfes, is wanting: and at the fame 

i time 
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^rae that we muft allow Dr. Donne to have been a rcry 
g»cat wit J Mr. Waller a very gallant writer ; Sir John 
Suckling a very gay one ; and Mr. Cowley a great genius ; 
yet methinks I can hardly fancy any one of them to 
have been a very great lover. And it grieves me that 
the ancients, who could never have faandfomer women 
-than we have, ihould neverthelefs be fo much more in 
love than we are. But it is probable the great reafbn 
-of this maybe the cruelty of our ladies; for a man 
muil be imprudent indeed to let his paffion take very 
deep root, when he has no reafon to expe& any fort of 
iretum to it. And if it be fo, there ought to be a 
petition made to the fair, that they would be pleaied 
Sometimes to abate a little of their rigour for the propa- 
gation of good verie. I do not mean that they ihould 
confer their favours upon none but men of wit, that 
would be too great a confinement indeed t but that they 
would admit them upon the fame foot with other people: 
.and if they pleafe now and then to make the experiment, 
I fancy they will find entertainment enough from the 
very variety of it. 

There are three ibrts of poems that are proper for love : 
paftorals, elegies» and lyric verfes ; under which laft, 
I comprehend all fongs, odes, fonnets, madrigals., and 
iianzas. Of all theie, pailoral is the loweft, and, upon 
that account, perhaps moil proper for love; iince it 
is the nature of tliat pafBon, to reader the foul foft 
and humble. Thcfe three forts of poems ought to difi*er, 
not only in their numbers, but in the defigns, and 
in every thought of them. Though we have no dif- 
ference 
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^iieiS^e b6twt:eh the verCes 6( paftdrMi and el^ vA the 
ttfodifcra lan^tiagei, yet the liinhbers of the fifft bught 
to h6 lOoi^f anfd not ibfonorOils ^» fffe other; the thc^ughCs 
moffe' fimple, WoTe caff, aHcl fiabf-e feumblfe; Tfee a«-^ . 
figtt Ottght to be the r^pitfeAtiR^ thb life of ef fliephSfd; 
Aot oftly hf talkinrg of iheep attd^fidds^ but by fllowi% 
Us the chsfh^ fiflcleHty> and mifdc^nee/ that aceomtJeiniitfs 
that fort of life : for though I know our maftfert, 
Thfebcrttiis ahA V?rgil, hAic not aiwkys conformed in 
this poiiit of inhocericij j Thedcritui-, in his Daphni^, 
having made his loVe tod w^tbn, and Virgil, in his 
Alexis, placed his paffibn ttp6it a boy ; yet (if ^^e may- 
be alIo\v6d tb cehfutc thofe whom we muft always 
revefcrifcej I tafce boA thbfe tTrfngk to b^fauWfh thc?r 
poems, and fhould have been better pleafed with the 
Alexis if it had been made to a womah ; and with the 
Daphnisy if he had made his {hepherds more modeft* 
When 1 give humility arid nrodefty as the charaftcr of 
paftoral, it is riot, however, But that a fhepherd may 
be allowed to boaft of his pipe, his fongs, his flocks, 
and to fhew a contempt oi his rival, as we fee both 
Theocritus and 'Virgil do. But this muH be flill ia 
fuch a manner as if the occafion offered itfelf, and wats 
hot fought, arid proceeded rather from the violence of 
the fhepherd's pa£on,. than any natural pride or malice 
in him. 

There ought to be the fame difference obferved be- 
tween paflorals and elegies as between the life of the 
country and the court. In the firft, love ought to be 
reprefented as among &ipti€r6a^ in the other as among 
X |;entlcmen. 
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gentlemen. 'They ought to be fmooth, clear, tender, 
and pailionate. The thoughts may behold, more gay, 
and more elevated, than in pafloral. The paiiions they 
.reprefent, either more gallant or more violent, and Icfs 
innocent than the others. The fubjefbs of them, prayers, 
praifes, expoflulations, quarrels, reconcilements, threat- 
nings, jealoufies, and in Ene, all the natural ^e^s of 
love. 

Lyricks may be allowed to handle all the (ame fubje^ 
with elegy, but to do it however in a different manner. 
An elegy ought to be (b entirely one thing, and every 
verfe ought fo to depend upon the other, that they 
ihould not be able to fubfifl alone ; or, to make ufe of 
tl^ words of a * great modem critic,^ there muft be 

*' — a juft coherence made 

** Between each thought, and the whole model laid, 

*' So right, that every ftep may higher rife, 

'' Like goodly mountains, till they reach the ikies." 

Lyricks, on the other hand, though they ought to 
make one body as well as the other, yet may confift of 
parts that are entire of themfelves. It being a rule in 
modem languages, that every ftanza ought to make up 
a complete fenfe without running into the other* Fre- 
quent fentences, which are accounted faults in elegies, 
are beauties here. Befides this, Malherbe, and the French 
poets after him, have made it a rule in the ffanzas of 
fix lines, to make a paufe at the third ; and in thole of 

* LorA Mulgrave. 

ten 
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tea iinesy at the third and the feventh. And ittnuft be 
confeft that thii exa6tne(s renders them much raor« 
mufical and harmonious ; though they have not'always 
been fo religious in obferving the latter rul& as the 
former. ... 

But I am engaged in a very vain, or a vei^ fooHfh 
defign : thole who are critics, it would be a pre-* 
iumption in me to'pretend I could infltu6t^{ :and to in-- 
flni£^ thole who are not, at the (ame.time I write myl^fj 
is (if I may be allowed to apply another man's 
iimile) like ielling arms to an enemy in time of war : 
though there ought, perhaps, to be more indulgence 
Ihewn to tilings of love and gallantry than any others, 
becaule they are generally written when people are 
young, and intended for ladies who are not fuppofed to 
be very old ; and all young people, efpecially of the fair 
fcx, are more taken with the livelinefs of fancy, than 
the correftnefs of judgment. It may be alfo obfervcd, 
that to write of love well, a man muft be really in 
love ; and to corre£t his writings well, he muft be out 
of love again. I am well enough fatisfied I may be 
in circumftances of writing of love, but I am almoft in 
defpair of ever being in circumltances of correfting it. 
This I hope may be a reafon for the fair and the 
young to pafs over fome of the faults ; and as for the 
grave and wife, all the favour I ihall beg of them is, 
that they would not read them. Things of this nature 
are calculated only for the former. If love-vcrfes work 
- upon the ladies, a man will not trouble himfelf with 
wit the critics fay of them : and if they do not, all 
X 1 the 
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tile eemMftdatiQiit the critids caii give hint will itaeke 
bvt very ImU arenas. All I Hull ikj for thefe^trifies 
is» that I pretend not to vie with any mah whatfoever, 
I doubt n9t hut there are iie?eral now living who art 
able to write better on all fubje£ls than I am upon 
anj one » but I will take ^e boldnefs to fay^ that there 
i» no one man among them all who ihall be readier to 
acknowledge hi« own fauks, or to do juftice to the 
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WILLIAM WALSH, Efq, 

TO HIS BOOK. 

GO, little book, and to the world imptit 
The ikitiiful image of an amorous heart : 
Thofe who lovers dear deluding pains have kxiown 
Alay in my fatal dories read their own. 
Thofe who have liv*d from all its tonncnts free. 
May find the thing they never felt, by me. 
Perhaps, advised, avoid tho gilded bait. 
And, warn 'd by my example, ihua my fate# 
While with calm joy, fafe landed on the coafty 
1 view the waves on which I once was toii. 
Love is a medley of endearments, jars, 
Sufpicions, Quarrels, reconcilements, wan i 
Then peace again, Qb I would it pqt 1^ beft 
To chace the fatal poifon from our breaft ? 
But, fince fo few can live from pafllon free, 
Happy the man, and only happy he, 

X 3 Who 
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Who with fuch lucky ftars begins his love. 
That his cool judgment does his choice approve. 
Ill-grounded paifions quicklywear away ; 
What '8 built upon efteem can ne*er decay. 

ELEGY. 

THE UNREWARDED LOVER. 

T E T the dull Merchant curfe his angry fate, 

-■"^ And from the winds and waves his fortune wait : 

Let the loud Lawyer break his brains, and be 

A llave to wrangling coxcombs, for a fee : 

Let the rough Soldier fight his prince's foes. 

And for a livelihood his life expckfe : . 

I wage no war, I plead no caufe, but Love's ; 

I fear no ftorms but what Celinda moves. 

And what grave cenfor can my choice defpife ? 

But her^, fair charmer, here the difference lies r 

The Merchant, after all his hazards pad. 

Enjoys the fruit of his long toils at laft ; 

The Soldier. high in his king's favour flands. 

And, after having long obeyed, commands ; 

The Lawyer,- to reward his tedious care. 

Roars on the bench, that babbled at the bar : 

While I take pains to meet a fate more hard, 

And reap no fruit, no farour, no reward. 

EP I. 
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EPIGRAM. 
Written in a Lady's Tablc-Book, 

WITH what ftrange raptures would my foul be 
Weft, 
Wcre^ut her book an emblem of her breaft ! 
As I from that all former marks efface, 
And, uncontrol'd, put new ones in their place ; 
So might I chace all others from her heart. 
And my own image in the (lead impart. 
But, ah ! how fhort the blifs would prove, if he 
Who feiz'd it next, might do the fame by me ! 

ELEGY. 

THE POWER OF VERSE. 
TO HIS MISTRESS. 

TTTHILE thofc bright eyes fubduewhere-e*cr you will, 
^^ And, as you pleafc, can either fave or kill ; 
What youth fo bold the conqueft to defign ? 
What wealth fo great to purchaie hearts like thine ? 
None but the Mufe that privilege can claim* 
And what you give in love, return in fame. 
Riches and titles with your life muft end ; 
Nay, cannot ev'n in life your fame defend : 

X 4 Verfc 
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Verfe can give fame, can fading beauties fave, 
Andy aftpr deat|;i, rede^pti thei^i from (he gr^ye : 
Embalm'd in verfe, through diflant times they come^ 
Freferv'd, lilfe bce§ yvitbin an ai^ber tomt^. 
Poets (like monarchs on an Eaftem throne, 
Rejlfain'd by nQt))ing tilt the^r >vill alope) 
Here can cry up, and there as boldly bl^me^ 
And, as thpy plp?i(^, giye infijmy 9^ fame* • 

In vain the * t'yri^ Queen refigijs h^r life. 
For the bright glory of a ipqtlefs wife. 
If lying bards may falfe, amours rehearfe. 
And blaft her name with arbitrary verfe ; 
While t pne, who all the abfence of her lord 
Had her wide courts with preffing lover? ftor'd. 
Yet, by a Poet graced, in deathlefs rhymes. 
Stands a chafte pattern to fucceeding times. 
With pity the|i the Mii^fes' friends furv^y, 
Kor think your favours there are thrown away ; 
Wifely lilte ^ed oa fruitful foil they're thrown. 
To bring large crops of glory and renown : 
For as the fun, that in the marfhes breeds 
Nothing but naufeous and unwholfome weeds. 
With the &me rays, on rich and pregnant earth. 
To pl^fant flowers and ufeful fruits gives birth : 
So favours cail on fools get only (harae. 
On Poets (hed, produce eternal fame ; 
Their generous breafts warm with a genial fire. 
And more than all the Mufes can infpire. 

* Pido. t Ppnelopp. 

JEALOUSY. 
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JEALOUSY. 

I, 
TTrHO could more happy, who mow Wrf c^ul^ live, 
^^ Than they whom kind, whom amorous paffion* 
move? 
What crowns, what empires, gi^satcr joys could give. 
Than the (oh chains, the flaveiy of L«¥e ? 
Were not the blifs too often croft 
By that uphappy, vile difhruft. 
That gnawing doubt, that anxious fear, that dangerous 

malady, % 
That terrible tormenting rage, that madnefs, Jealoufy. 

II. 
Ii^ vain Celinda boails ike has been tpie. 
In vain ihe fwears fhe keeps untouched her eharms \ 
Dire Jealoufy doe& all my pains renew. 
And reprcfents her in piy rival's arms : 
His fighs I hear, hi§ looks J view, 
I fee her damn*d s^dvances too ; 
I {fe h^r fmile, I fee hpr h\(s ; and, oh! methinks I fee 
Her give up all thofe joys to him, Ihe fhould feferve 
forme. 

III. 
Ingrateful Fair-one ! canft thou hear mv groans ? 
Canil thou behold the& tears that till my eyes ) 
And yet, unmov'd by all my pains, my moaas^ 
Into another's arms re(i|;n my pcizf i 

3 '. ' U 



314 WALSH'S POEMS. 

If merit could not gain your love, 
My fufferings might your pity move ; 
Might hinder you from adding thus, by jealous frenzies, 

more 
New pangs to one whom hopelefs love had plagued too 
much before. 

IV. 
Think not, falfe nymph, my fury to out-ftorm 5 
I fcorn your anger, and defpife your frown : 
Drefs up youc rage in its moft hideous form, 
It will not move my heart when love is flown $ 
No, though you from my kindnefs fly. 
My vengeance you (hall fatisfy : 
The Mufc, that would have fung your pi^fe, fliall now 

aloud proclaim 
To the malicious^ fpiteful world, your infamy and fhame. 
V. 
Ye Gods ! fhe weeps ; behold that falling fhower I 
See how her eyes are quite diflblv'd in tears ! 
Can fhe in vain that precious torrent pour ? 
Oh, no, it bears away my doubts and fears : 
'Twas Pity fure that made it flow : 
For the fame pity, flop it now ; 
For every charming, heavenly drop that from thofe eyes 

does part, 
Is paid with ftreams of blood, that gufli from my over- 
flowing heart. 

VI. 
Yes, I will love 5 I will believe you true, 
And raife my paflions up as high as e'er ; 
Nay, I'll believe you falfe, yet love you to(>, 
Let the leaft fign of penitence appear. ' I'll 
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1*11 frame cxcufes for your fault, 
Think you furpriz'd, or meanly caught ; 
Nay • in the fury, in the height of that abhorr'd embrace, 
Believe you thought, believe at leaft you wUh'd, mc in 
the place. 

yii. 

Oh, let me lie v^hole ages in thofc arms, 
And on that bofom lull afleep my cares : 
Forgive thofe foolilh fears of fancy'd harms 
That ftab my foul, while they but move thy tears j 
And think , ur.lefs X lov'd thee fUU, 
I had not treated thee fo ill ; 
For thefe rude pangs of jealouiy are much more certain 

figns 
Of love, than all the tender words an amorous fancy 
coins. 

VIII. 
Torment me with this horrid rage na more ; 
Oh fmile, and grant one reconciling kifs ! 
Ye Gods, fhe/s kind ! I'm ecftacy all o*er! 
My foul 's too narrow to contain the blifs. 
Thou pleafing torture of my breaft, 
Sure thou wcrt framM to plague my reft, 
Since both the 111 and Good you do, alike my peace 

deftroy ; 
That kills me with excefs of grief, this with exeeis • 
of joy. 



CURE 
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CURE OF JEALOUSY. 

"ITT H AT tortures can diere be in hj:ll, 

^^ Compared to what fqnd lovers feel. 

When, doating on fome f^-OQc's chgnnsy 

They think ihe yiejds them to their riTaVs anox I 

As lions, though they once were tame, 
Yet if fharp wounds their rage inflame. 
Lift up their ftormy voices, roar, 
And tear the keepers they obey'd before. 

So fares the lover when his breaft 
By jealous phrenzy is pofleft ; 
Forfwcars the nymph for whom he burns, 
Yet ftraight to her whom he forfivears returns. 

But when the fair refolves his doubt. 
The love comes in, the fear goes out ; 
The cloud of Jealoufy 's difpell'd. 
And the bright fim of innocence revealed. 

With what ibr^nge raptures is he bleft ! 
R^pturea too grqat to be expreft. 
Though hard the torment »s to endure, 
"Wlip wouid l^Qt biiye th? AQkaeft kr the cure ^ 



SONNET. 
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O K N E r. 

t> n A T H. 

' HAT ha9 this bugbear Death tha's wort^ our 
ctre? 

After a life ia pain and (bnow paft^ 

After deluding hope ftad dire deipair^ 

Death only gives ud quiet ax the laft. 

How (bdngely are our love and hate mifplacM f 
Freedoni we feek, and yet from freedom flee 5 

Courting thofe tyrant-fins that chain us faft, 
And Ihunning l!)eath, that only fets us free. 

'Tis not a fooiifli fear of future pains^ 

( Why ihould they fear v4io keep their (bvils froni'flain^ ? ) 

That makfes nie dread thy terrors. Death, to fee : 
'Tis not the loTs of riches, or of fame. 
Or the vain toys the vulgar pleafures name } 

'Tis notliing, Cfldia> but the loiing thee^ 
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TO HIS FALSE MISTRESS, 

C^LI A, your tricks will now no longet pafs. 
And Tm Ao tnoit the fool that once I was. 
I know ifty happier rival does obtain 
All the vat Uift fdr vsbkh I f^ ht nia, 

Hin^ 
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Him, him you love, to me you ufc your art ; 

I had yQur looks, another had your heart : 

To me you 're* fick, to me of /pies afraid ; 

He finds your ficknefs gona, your (pies- betray 'd : 

I iigh beneath your window all the night ; , 

He in your anns poifelles the delight. 

I know you treat me thus* falfe fair, I do ; 

And, oh ! what plagues me worfe, he knows it too ; 

To him my fighs are told, my letters fhown, 

And all my pains are his divqrfion grown. 

Yet, fiDce you could fuch horrid treafons aft, 

I'm plcas'd you chofe out him to do the faft : 

His vanity does for my wrongs atone. 

And 'tis by that I have yoiur falfehood known. 

What iiiair I do ! for, treated at this rate, 

I muft not love, and yet I cannot hate : 

I hate the anions, but I love the face; 

Oh,: were thy virtue moce,, or beauty Icfs ! 

I'm all confufiony and my foul 's on fire, 

Tom by contending reafon and deiire ; 

This bids me love, that bids me love give o'cf. 

One counfels befl, the other pleafes more. 

I know I ought to hate you for your fault, 

But, oh ! I cannot do the thing I ought. 

Canil thou, mean wretch ! canft thou contented prove 

With the cold relicks of a rival's love ? 

Why did I fee that face to charm my breaft > 

Or, having feen, why did I know the reft ? 

Gods ! if I have obey'd your juft commands. 

If I've deferY'4 fome favour of your hands ; 

• Make 
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Maka me that tame, that eafy fooi again, 

And rid me of my knowledge and my pain : 

And you, falle fair ! for whom fo oft ^'ve gricv'd. 

Pity a wretch that begs to be deceived ; 

Forfwear yourfelf for one who dies for youj 

Vow, not a word of the whole charge was true ; 

But fcandals all, and forgeries, devis'd 

By a vain wretch, ncglefted and defpis*d. 

I too will help to forward the deceit, 

And, to my power, contribute to the cheat. . . 

And thou, bold man, who think'ft to rival me. 

For thy prefumption I could pardon thee ; 

I could forgive thy lying in her arms, 

I could forgive thy rifling all her charms : 

But, oh ! I never can forgive the tongue 

That boafts her favours, and proclaims my wrong. 



UPON THE SAME OCCASION. 

WH AT fury does difturb my reft ? 
What hell is this within mybreaft? 
Now I abhor, and now I love ; 
And each an equal torment prove. 
I fee Celinda*s cruelty, 
I fee fhe loves all men but me ; 
I (ee her faliehood, fee her pride, 
I (ee ten thoufand faults beiide ; 
I fee ihe fiicks at nought that 's ill 1 
Yet, oh ye Powers ! I love her ftill. 

Others 
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Others on pree}picei rim, 
Which, blind wkh leve^ they cannot fhun t 
I fcfc my dangdTy fee ray ruin j 
; Yet feek, yet cotan^ my own undoing ; 
And each new redfon I explore 
To hate her, makes ths love her iftore* 

THE ANTIDOfE. 

\jrr HEN I fee the bright nymph who my heart does 
^^ enthral, 

When I view her fgft eyes, and her languifliing air, 
Her merit fo great, my own merit Co fmall, 
It makes me adore, and it makes me defj)air. 

Bu6 tdien I A>n(id6ry ihe fquanders on fo6k 
All thofe treafure| of beauty with which fhe is flor'd ; 

My fancy it dampsphny paifion it cools, 
Ani it makes tiat defpi& what before I ador'd. 

Thus fometimes I defpair, and fometimes I defpife : 
I love, and I hate, but I never eftcem : 

The pafllon grows tip when I view her bright eyes. 
Which my rivals deftroy when I look upon them. 

How wifely does Nature things fo differed liniie ? 

In fuch odd compotitions our fafety is foui^d ; 
As the blood of a fcorpioii's a cure for the bite^ 

So her folly makes wliole ii^iom her beauty dods 
wound, 

UPON 
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UPON A FAVOUR OFFJERED* 

C^ L I A, too 4ate you wouM repent ; • . .; 

The offering ill your (tore. 
Is now but like a pardon fent 
To one that's dead before. 

While at the firft you cruel prov'df 

And grant the blifs too hXt ) 
You hinder'd me of one I lov'd. 

To give me one I hate. . . , 

J thought yon innocent as fair. 

When firft my court I made ; ' 

But when your faliehoods plain dppear> 

My love no longer ftay'd. 

Your bounty of thofe favours ihowny 

Whofe worth you firft deface. 
Is melting valued medals down, 

And giving us the brafs. 

Oh, fince the thing we beg 's a toy 

That 's pris'd by love alpne. 
Why cannot women grant the joy, 

Before our love is gone i 
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-THE RECONCILEMENT^ 

n E gone, yc Cighi ! l^ gOBe,> ye tears i 

•*-^ Begone, ye jcaloufies 9»d fears ! 

Celinda* iwears (he never 4ov'd, 

Celinda fwears none ever fnpv'd 

Her heart,- but I ; if this be true,- 

Shall I kcepr company with you ? 

What though a fenfelcfs rivd fvvore 

She faid as much to hiitl before ? 

What though I faw him in' her bed ?* 

I 'llr truft not what I faw, but what (he iaid. 

Curie on the prudent and the wife, 

WhO' ne'er believe fuch pleafmg Ixcs-t 

I grant (he only does deceive ; 

I grant 'tis folly to believe ; 

But by this folly I vaft pleafurcs gain, 

While you i^ith all ymur wifiiom live in pain* 



DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN A LOVER AHD HIS FRIEND. 

[IRREGULAR^ VERSES.] 

FRIEND. 

"17 A L U E thyfelf, fond youth, no more 
» ^ On favours Mulus had before ; 
^ He had her firft, her virgin: flame. 

You like a bold intruder came T# 
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To the cold relicks of. a ka&j 
When he at firft hatf feiz'd the bcft. 
LOVER. 
When he^ dull fot, had fetz'd the woHe^ 
I came in at the fecond courie ; 
Tis chance that firft makes people love, 
Judgmont their riper ^sincies move. 
Mulus, you fay, firft charmM her eyes ; 
Firft, fhe lov*d babies and dkt-pias j 
But (he grew wifer, and in time 
Found out the folly of thofe toys and hhn» ' *. 

FRIEND. 

If wifddm change in love feegetsy 
Women, no doubt, are wondrous wfts. 
But wiiHom that now makies her change to you,, ^ 
In time wiH make her change ro others tck>. 

LOVER. 

I gput yon, HO mab dan fQn:fte his doomi *^ 
But fhall I grieve becaule an ill may come ? 
Yet I *\l allow her cdange, when (he can fee 

A man*dererves her more than me. 
As much as I dieferve her more than he. 

FRIEND. 

Did they with our own eyes fte our defert^ 
No wozhan e*cr could from her lover part. 

But, oh r they fee not with their own, 
All things to them are through falfe optics ihewn. 
Love at th^frrft does all your charms incrcafe. 
When the tube 's tum'd, hate reprefents tiiem ?efs^. 

Y a tov«R* 
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L Q V « R. 

Whate*er may coqMy .I-H^iU iiot^grieve-^ 
For dangers that I eao't>l)f^ve« 
ShcUl ne'er c^Crloviqg.|i^; .«p: jf tfhedo, 
'Tis ten to one I ceaf^ fto.l^e i^x too. 



EPIGRAM, 

,h Y ,C fi. 

/^O, fai4.pW Lyc^, ftnfe^fs .lover, gp, 

^^ And'with foft v^rf^ jcpqrt.the fair ; but know, 

With^ Ay Terfcs, thou cwft,g<;t no qio» 

Than fools withput one yerfehave had befg/c, 

Enrag'd at this, upon the ba\Y4 J flew, 

And that wh\ch rawft ^ni^^g'd mc ^w», 't\vat tpryf, 

THE FAIR MOURNE*. 

TN what^ jpon^ tHe nK>virBfttl)chMmer:)i«9 ! 
-'' Does (he lament the viAim i>f her «yes i ' 
Or would ihe hearts wit^4^ft covaps^^n^v^yi^. 
To make them take t^ deeper ftamp of love ? 
What puih fo wii^, fi> wai^y fo efcj^, 
When Rigour comet, dseft up in Pity's Il^pc2 
Let not in vain ^oiepoecious t^i^rs be Si^d, 
Pity tltiye^^j^?? £4r-«oe, not thedea^i 
While you unju(dy of the fat)qs c^o^pHun^ 
I griwe ^s miidji for yoji, as nu^h in vai^. 
Kach to felentlefs judges tq^kfi their moan ; 
Blame not Death's crueUy, but ceafc your own. 

» WhOc 
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While raging paffion both our fouls does wound, 
A foYcreign balm might fure for both be found ; 
Would you' but wipe your fhiitlefs tears away, 
And with 'a juft compidSiaii mane furvey: 

E ? I G RAM. 

TO HI 5 FALSE MISTRESST. 

nPHOU faidft that I a!one thy heart cotlld mttxrci 
•*• An^ tfe« fbr me thbti woiridft abanddtf Jove; 
I lov'd theethctt, riot \^dth af love dtfil'd. 
But as a father love^ his- chily child. 
I know thfee nttw, and though I fierccliet bum. 
Thou art beeome the objc^ of my fcom : 
See what thy faliehbod gets ; I mull confefi 
I love thee more, but I eftecm thee lefs. 

E P I G R A W. 

LOVE A'KB JEALOUSY. 

TTOW much are they deceived who vainly fiiive 
-'"^ By jealous fears- to keep cmr flames alive ! 
Love 's like a torch^ vducb^: if fecur'd from-bUfls,' 
Will faintlier bum, hut then it longer lafts : 
Expos'd to ftorma of jeeiloufy and doubt, 
The blaze grows ^^eater^^ bat ''tis '{ooiftF out. 



ELEGY. 
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E L E G y. 
THE PETITION. 

IN IMITATION OF CA^TULLUS. 

TS there a pious pleafure that proceeds 

■*■ From coiitemplation of our virtuous deeds ? 

That all mean fordid a£tions we defpife. 

And fcorn to gain a throne by cheats and lies ? 

Thyrfisy thou haft fure bleflings laid in ilore. 

From thy juft dealing in this curft amour : 

What honour can in words or deeds be fhown. 

Which to the fair thou haft not ikid and done ? , 

On her falfe*heart they all are thrown away ; 

She only Avears, more easUy;to betray. 

Ye Powers ! that know the many vows fhe broke. 

Free my juft foul from this unequal yoke ! 

My love boils up, and, like a raging flood, 

Runs through my veins, and tamts my vital blood. 

I do not vainly beg fhe may grow chafte. 

Or with an equal paiiion bum at laft ; 

The one fhe cannot pra^liiby though (he would { 

And 'f •contemn fhe other, though (he (hould : 

Nor afk I vengeance on fhe perjur'd jilt; 

'Tis puniihment enough to have her guilt. 

I beg but balfam for my bleeding breaft. 

Cure for my wounds, and from my labours reft. 

ELEGY* 
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'•UPON QUITTING IKS MlS-TRESS. 

IKNOW,-Cdinda, I havei>orhc too long, 
And, by forgiving, have increp'd my wrong.: 
Yet if there be a power in verfe to flack C 

Thy courfe in vice, or bring fled virtue back, 
I'll undertake the ta(k, howe'erfe"har(i ; 
A generous a£lion is its own reward. 
Oh ! were thy virtues equal to thy charms, 
I'd fly from crowns to live within thofe arms : 
But who, oh who, can e'er believe thee juft, 
When fuch known faUchoods have deftroyM all truil ? 

Farewel, falfefair! nor.lhall Ilonger ftay. 
Since we muft part» why ihould w^e thus delay ? 
Your love alone was what my 4bul could prize, 
And miffing that, can ail the reft defpife ; 
Yet (houid I not repentmy follies pad, 
•Could you take up and grow reiecv'd at lad, 
'Twould pleale roe, parted from your.fatal charms. 
To fee you happy in another's arm9. 
Whatever threatnings f^iry might extort^ 
^h fear not I (hould ever do you hurt: 
For though my former paflion is remov'd, 
.1 would not injure. one I once had lov'd. 
Adieu ! While thus I wafte my time in vain. 
Sure, thiere, are maids I might entirely gain : 

y 4 i'U 
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I 'II (earch for fuch, and to the firft that 's true^ 
Refign the heart fo hardly freed from you. 

TO HIS MISTRESS, 

AGAINST MARRIA&E. 

V E S, all the world nrnft fure agree, 
■■■He who's fecur*d of having thee, 

Will be entirely bleft J 
But 'twere in me too great a wrong, 
To make one who has l)een fo long 

My que^n, my ilave at lail. 

Nor ought thoie things t» be eonfinM, 
That were for public g66d deiign'd i 

Could we in foolifli pride. 
Make the fun always with us ftay, 
*Twould bum our com and gtafi away. 

To ftartre the world befidc. 

Let not the thought of parting fright 
Two fouls, which paffion does unite ; 

For ;Vid!ile our love does laft. 
Neither will ftrive to go away ; 
And why the de^ ihouM^we ftay. 

When once that lore it paft } 
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EPIGRAM, 

q H L O E. ^ 

CHLOE netv^-marry'd looks on men no more ; 
Why then 'tis plain for what flie lookM before, 

E F I G R A M. 

C O R N U S. 

CO R 19 U S pfOdnims akm4 hts wife 's a whore s ' 
Alas, good Comus, what can wtf do mere ? 
Wert thou no cuekofld, we might make thee one | 
But being one, we cannot make thee none. 

EPIGRAM. 
T H R A S: O. 

TH R A S O picks quarvels when he*8 drunk at nightf 
When fober in the morning dares not fight, 
Thrafb, to ihun thofe ills that may enfue. 
Drink not at night, or drink at morning too. 

EPIGRAM, 
GRIPE AND SHIFTER. 

n ICH Gripe does all his thoughts and canning bend ^ 
-'-^ T' increafe that wealth he wants the fbui to fp^end* 
Poor Shifter does hirwhekixeiitrivance.ret 
To fpend that wealth ha vatilfi. the ftnTr to get. 

How 
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How happy would appear to each his fate. 
Had Grip^Wa humour/ or hc<yrip€'s eftatet ' 
Kind Fate and Fortune, blend them if you can^ 
And of two wretches m^e one hapj^ man I 

TO C'' M L I A, 

•UPOK SOME ALTERATIONS IN H^R FACE. 

A H, Caeh'a ! where are now the cliarms 
*^ ^^ That did fuch wondrous pallions move ? 
Time, cruel Tim^, thofe eyes difarras, . 
An^ blunts the feeble darts of liove. 

What malice does the tyrant bear 

To womens* interefl, and to ours ? 
Beauties ia whichthe ptfclic fliare, 

The greedy villain fij^ devours. . , 

Who, without tears f can fee a prince 
That trains of fawning courtiers had, 

Abandoned, left without defence ? 
Nor is thy haplefs fate lefs fad. 

Thou who fo many fools hall known. 

And all the fools would hardly do, 
Shouldft now confine thyfelf to one 1 

And he^ alas I aiuiibaad too. 

Seethe ungrateful (laves, how faft 

They from thy fetting glories run ; 
And in what mighty crowds rthey hafie 

To worihip Flavials sifing.fun ! 
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In vain are afl the praftisM wiles. 

In vain'thofe eyes would love impavt ; 
Not all th*.a<lvaaccs, all the fmiles. 

Can move «ne unttlenting heart. 

Wliile Flavia-, charming Flavia, ftiH 

By cnielty her caa(e maintains ; 
And fcarce vouchfafes«'a cardcfs fmrle 

To the poor flaves that wear her diains. 

Well, Caelia, let them wafte theif'tcaw 5 ' 

But Aire they will in time repine, 

That ^ou haft not a face like hers. 

Or ihe has not a heart tike thine. 



THE RETIREMENT* 

ALL hail, ye fields, where conftant peace attends'! 
-^-^ All hail, ye facred folitary groves ! 
All hail, ye books, my true, my real feiends, 
Whofc converfation pleafcs and improves ! 

-Could one who ftudy'd your fublimer rules 
Become fb mead to fearch for joys abroad ? 

To run to towns, to herd with "knaves and fools. 
And undidinguiih'd pafs among the crowd > 

One to am^)itiou8 fancy Is made a ,prey. 
Thinks happinefs in great preferment lies j 

INor fears 'for that his country to betray, 
sCurft by the foois> and lau^ht at by the wife. 

6 Othcn, 



35it WJIUSH'S POP MS. 

Others, whom avaricicnu thoughts bewitdit 

Confume tbeir tinie to multiply their gtnns ; 
Andy fancying wretdied all that are not neb, 

Negle£l the end of life to get the meMs, < 

Others the name <>f pleafufe does invite. 
All their dull time- in fenfual jays they live ; 

And hope to gain thait iblid &in delight 
By vice, which innocence altote can give. 

But how perplcxt, adai ! is humaft f^e>! 

ly whom nor avance nor j^kafiirfcb raovcr 
Who view withTcom the ttophie»> ^ the grnCy 

Yet muft myfelf be made a< flave to love* 

If this dire paflion never will be gone, 
If beauty always muft my heart enthral. 

Oh ! rtdier ler irte bt confih'd tot ont 
Than madly thus be made a prey to alt f 

One who has early known the pomps of ftate 

(For things unknown 'tis ignorance to condemn} ; 

And after having view*d the g^udy bait, 
Can boldly fay. The Trifle I contemn. 

In her bleft arms contented could 1 live, 

Contented could I die : but oh ! my mind 
I feed with fancies, and my thoughts deceive* 

With hope of things impoffible to find. 
In women how fhould fenle and' bfeauty meet ?' 

The wifeft men their youth in folTies fpend ; 
The bcft is he that earlieft finds the cheat, 

And fees his errors while there ^s time to mend! 

THE 



C jss 3 



THE DESPAIRING tOVHR. 

DISTRACTED ^Ufe-cart 
For Phyllis <fce fair, 
Since nothing could move*kerf 
Poor Damon, her lover, 
Refolves in dcfpair 
:Ko loager to langjiiih. 
Nor Wr fo much anguiih ; 
But, road v^jl^Jius Ipye, 
To a predjpiice goes. 
Where a leap from aboyc 
Would foon finifli his woc§. 

When in rage he came there, ' 
Beholding how ftecp 
The fides did appear. 
And the bottom how deep 5 
His tormiDts pr«jjB6lii0^, 
And fadly reflefti^g, ' 

Tliat a lover forfakcn 
A new love may get. 
But a neck wh^ once brokjCQ 
Can never be fet ; 
And, that he could die 
Whenever he would. 
But, that he could live 
•But ajB long as he could : 



3J4 WALSi'H'SF JoEMS*. 

How grievous ibever 
Tlic torment might grow, 
' He fcomM to endeavour' "' 
To anilh it fo. 
But bold^ uncoilcera'd 
At thoughts of the paioy 
He calmly rf(uni'd 
To his cottage again* 

S ON Gw 

/^F all the torments, all the cares, 
^^ With which our lives are curft f 
Of all the plagues a lover bears, • 

Sure rivals are the word f 
By partfners, in each other kindy. 

Afflr6kions cafier grow ; 
In love alone we hate to find 

Companions of our woe. 

Sylvia, for aH the pangs you (er ^ 

Are labouring in my breaft ; 
I beg not you would favour me,. 

Would you but ilight the reft T 
How great foc'er ydur rigours are^ 

With them alone I'll cope j 
I can endure my own defjteir^ 

But not another's hope. 



A SONG 



A SONG TO PHTLLlSr 



TJ H Y L L I S, we not grieve that N«wire^ ^ 

-■■ Forming you, has dont^her part j 
And in every finglt feature 
Shewed the utmoft of her an,- 

iut in this it is pretended . , . - 

That a mighty grievance lies. 
That your heart ihould be defended', 

Whilft you woun4 u» wit£ yoflir cyesv 
III. 
Love *8 a fenfeJefi incRnation, 

Where no mercy *s to be found ^ 
But is juft, where kind comtpaflibn- 

Gives us balhi to heal the wounds 
IV. 
Perfians, paying fotemn duty, 

To the riiing Sun inclin'd, 
Kever would adoh: his beauty, 

But in hopes to make him kind. 

PHYLLIS^S RESOLUTION* 

I. 
"ITT HEN (Taves their liberty require, 
^^ They hope no more to gain, 
But you not only that defire. 
But aik the power to rcign,^ II. Think 
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II. 

Think how iinjyft n fuft ypu «»k«j 

Then you will fbon decline ; 
Your freedom » when you pleafe, pray take. 

But trtijp9& AOt oh . mine. 

in. 

No more in vain, Alcander, cravfl^ 

I ne'er will grant thi (tlisg^ 
That he, who once has been my ilave. 

Should ever be my king. 



AN ja^PISTLE, 
To a Lad Y who had cefolved ^^inft Ma&bjiaoi. 

MADAM, I cannot but congratulate 
Your refblution for a iingle.ftate | 
Ladies, who would live undiilurb'd and fret, 
Muft never put on Hymen's Uvery $ 
Perhaps its outfide feems to pronufe fair. 
But underneath is nothing elfe but care. 
If once you let the Grorjlian Knot be ty*d, 
Which turns the name of virgin into bride ; 
That one fond aft your life's beft fcene foregoes, 
And leads you^in' a hibynBth of woe*, 
Whofe ilrange meanders you may fearch about^ 
But never find the clue to let yoja out. 
The married life affords you little eafe, 
The beft of huibadds is ib hard topleaie s 

Thif 
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This in wives careful faces you may fpell. 

Though they difTemble their misfortunes well. 

No plague 's fo great as an ill-ruling head. 

Yet 'tis a fate which few young ladies dread : 

For Love's infmuating fire they fan^ 

With fweet ideas of a god -like man. 

Chloris and Phyllis glory 'd in their fwains. 

And fung their praifes on the neighbouring plains j 

Oh ! they were brave, accomplilh'd, charming mtn. 

Angels till marry'd, but proud devils then. 

Sure ibme reliftlefs power with Cupid fides, 

Or we fhould have more virgins, fewer brides ; 

For fingle lives afford the moft content, 

Secure and happy, as they 're innocent : 

Bright as Olympus, crownM with endiefs eafc. 

And calm as Neptune on the Halcyon Teas : 

Your deep is broke with no domoftic cares. 

No bawling children to diflurb your prayers ; 

No parting forrows to extort your tears. 

No blttftcring hulband to renew your fears ! 

Therefore, dear madam, let a friend advifc, 

Love and its idle deity defpife : 

Supprefs wild Nature, if it dares rebel i 

Tlierfi 's no fuch thing as <* leading apes in hell." 



CLE- 
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CLELIA TO URANIA^ 
AN ODE. 



npH £ difmal regions which no fun beholds, 
-^ Whilft his fires roll fome didant world to cheer. 
Which in dry darknefs, froft, and chilling cold. 

Spend one long portion of the dragging year^ 
At his returning influence never knew 
More joy than Clelia, when ihe thinks of you. 

II. 
Thofe zealots, who adore the rifing fun. 

Would foon their darling deity deipife. 
And with more warm, more true devotion ruii» 

To worfhip nobler beams, Urania's eyes ; 
Had they beheld her lovely form divine. 
Where rays more glorious, more attra^ing, ihine, 

III. 
But, ah ! frail mortals, though you may admire 

At a convenient diftance all her charms, 
Approach them, and you'll feel a raging fire. 

Which fcorches deep, and all your power difarms 9 
Thus, like th' Arabian bird, your care proceeds 
From the bright objed which your pleafuie breeds. 



SONG. 
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SONG. 

I. 

THOUGH Celia's bora to be ador'd. 
And Strephon to adore her born. 
In vain her pity is imploV'd, 

Who kills him twice, with charms and fcom. 
II. 
Fair faint, to your blcft orb repair, 

To learn in heaven a heavenly mind ; 
Thence hearken to a finner's prayer. 
And be lefs beauteous, or more kind. 

• LOVING ONE I NEVER SAW, 

nr* HOU tyrant God of Love, %ive o*er, 
•*• And perfecute this brcaft no more : 
Ah ! tell me why muft every dart 
Be aim*d at my unhappy heart ? 
I never murmur'd or repinM, 
But patiently myfelf reiign*d 
To all the torments, which through thee 
Have fell, alas ! on wretched me : 
But oh ! I can no more fufbin 
This long-continued ftate of pain. 
Though 'tis but fruitlefs to complain. 
My heart, firft foften*d by thy power, 
Ne'er kept its liberty an hour : 

Z 2 jBo 
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So fond and eafy vrz% it grown, 

Each nymph might call the fool her own : 

So much to its own intereft blind. 

So ftrangely charmed to womankind. 

That it no more belonged to me. 

Than veftal-virgins hearts to thee. 

I often courted it to ftay j 

But, deaf to all, 'twould fly away* 

In vain to flop it I effay'd. 

Though often, often, I di{play*d 

The turns and doubles women made« 

Nay more, when it has home retum'd. 

By fome proud maid ill us*d and fcom'd, 

I ftill the i^negade careft. 

And gave it harbour in my bread, 

O ! then, with indignation fir'd 

At what before it fo admired j 

With fhame and forrow overcaft. 

And fad repentance for the pall, 

A thoufand facred oaths it fwore 

Never to wander from me more ; 

After chimaeras ne'er to rove, 

Or run the wild-goofe chace of love. 

Thus it refoly'd — 

Till fome new face again betray *d 
The refolutions it had made : 
Then how 'twould flutter up and down. 
Eager, impatient, to be gone : 
And, though fo often it had fail'd. 
Though vainlefs every heart aflail'd. 
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Yet, lur*d by hope of new delight. 
It took again its fatal flight. 
'Tis thus, malicious deity, ^ 
That thou haft banterM wretched me ; 
Thus made me vainly lofe my time. 
Thus fool away my youthful prime ; 
And yet, for all the hours I've loft. 
And fighs, and tears, thy bondage coft^ 
Ne*er did thy Have thy favours blefs, 
Or crown his paffion with fuccefs. 
Well — fince 'tis doom'd that I muft find 
No love for love from womankind j 
Since I no pleafure muft obtain. 
Let me at leaft avoid the pain : 
So weary of the chace I*m grown, 
That with content Vd fit me down. 
Enjoy my book, mv friend, my cell^ 
And bid all womankind farewcL. 
Nay, afk for all I felt before. 
Only to be difturb'd no more. 
Yet thou (to my complainings deaf) 
Will give my torments no relief ; 
But now, ev*n now, thou mak*ft me dic^ 
And love I know not whom, nor why^ 
la every part I feel the fire. 
And bum with fanciful defire ; 
From whence can love its magic draw ? 
I doat on her, I never faw : 
And who, but lovers, can exprefs 
This ftrangc, myftcrious.tendeniefs ? 

Z 3 Ana 
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And yet methinks *tis happier Iby 

Than whom it is I love to know : 

Now my unbounded notions rove. 

And frame ideas to my love. 

I fancy I fliould fomcthing find, 

Diviner both in face and mind. 

Than ever nature did bellow 

On any creature here below. 

I fancy thus Corinna walks. 

That thus ihe fings, fhe looks, ihe talks* 

Sometimes I figh, and fancy then. 

That, did Corinna know my pain. 

Could fhe my trickling tears but fee. 

She would be kind and pity me. 

Thus thinking IVe no caufe to grieve, 

I pleafmgly myfelf deceive ; 

And fure am happier far than he 

Who knows the very truth can be. 

Then, gentle Cupid, let me ne*er 

See my imaginary fair : 

Left ihe fhould be more heavenly bright 

Than can be reach'd by Fancy's height : 

Left (when I on her beauty gaze, 

Confounded, loft in an amaze ; 

My trembling lips and eyes fhould tell, 

'Tis her I dare to love fo well) ; 

She, with an angry, fcomful eye. 

Or fome unkind, fevere reply. 

My hopes of blifs fhould overcaft. 

And my prefuiftlng paffion blaft* 

If 
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If but in this thoa kind wilt prove» 
And let me not fee her I love. 
Thy altars proftrate 1*11 adore. 
And call thee tyrant-god no more. 



PASTORAL ECLOGUES* 
ECLOGUEI. 

DAPHNE. 

QICILIAN Mufe, my humble voice inlpire 
^ To ling of Daphne's charms and Damon's fire. 
Long had the faithful Twain fuppreii his grief. 
And, fince he durft not hope, ne'er alk'd relief. 
But at th' arrival of the fatal day 
That took the nymph and all his joys away ; 
With dying looks he gaz'd upon the fair. 
And Tvhat his tongue could not, his eyes declare : 
Till with deep fighs, as if his heait-ftrings broke, 
Preffing her hand, theie tender things he ipoke : 
DAMON. 
Ah, lovely nymph ! behold your lover burn> 
And view that paffion which you'll not return. 
As no nymph's charms did ever equal thine. 
So no fwain's love did ever equal mine : 
How happy, fair, how happy Ibould I be. 
Might 1 1?ut facrifice myfelf for diee t 

Z 4 Could 
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Could I but pleafe thee vfith my dying verie. 
And make thee fhed one tear upon my hearie I 

DAPHNE. 

Too free an offer of that love you make. 
Which now, alas, I have not power to take : 
Your wounds I cannot, though I would, relieve 5 
Fhaon has ail the love that I can give. 
Had you among the reft at firft affail'd 
My heart, when free, you had, perhaps, pTevail'd. 
Now if you blame, oh, blame not me, but Fate, 
That never brought you *till 'twas grown too late. 

DAMON. 

Had the Fates brought me then, too charming fair, 
I could not hope, aiid now I muft defpair. 
Rul'd by your friends, you quit the lovers flame> 
For flpcks, for pafturcs, for an empty iiame. 
Yet though the bleft pofleilion fate denies, 
ph let me gaze for ever on thofe eyes : 
So juft, fo true, fo innocent 's my flame, 
That Phaon, did he fee it, could not blame. 

DAPHNE. 

Such generous ends I know you ftill purfue. 
What I can do, be fure I will for you. 
If on efteem or pity you can live. 
Or hopes, of more, if I had more to give> 
Thofe you may have, but cannot have my heart t 
And fince we now perhaps for ever part. 
Such noble thoughts through all your life exprefs^ 
May make the value more, the pity lefs. 

PAMOK* 
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PAMON. 

Can you then go ? Can you for ever part, 
(Ye Gods ! what fhivering pains furround my heart !> 
And have one thought to make your pity lefs ? 
Ah Daphne, could I half my pangs exprefs, 
You could nqt think, though hard as rocks you we«| 
Your pity ever could too great appear. 
I ne'er (hall be one moment free from pain. 
Till I behold thofe charming eyes again. 
When gay diverfions do your thoughts employ, 
I would not come to interrupt the joy ; 
But when from them you fomie fpare moment find. 
Think then, oh think on whom you leave behind 1 
Think with, what heart I ihall behold the green,. 
Where I fo oft thofe chapuing eyes have fecn ! 
Think with what grief I walk the groves alone. 
When you, the glory of them all, are gone ! 
Yet, oh ! that little time you have to ftay. 
Let me ftill (p^ak, and gaze my foul away ! 
But fee my paflion that fisiall aid denies ; . 
6rief (tops my tongue, and tsars o'erflow my eyeu 

ECLOGUE IL 
GALATEA. 

np H Y R S I S, the gayeft one of all the fwain«, 
-^ Wh<^ fed their flocks upon th' Arcadian plains ; 
While love'd mad paffion quite devoured his heart. 
And the coy nymph that caus'd^ negle^s his iinart ^ 

Strive^ 
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Strives in low numbers, fuch as ihepherds u(e. 
If not to move her bxeaft, his own amufe. 
You, Chloris, who with fcora refufe to fee 
The mighty wounds that you have made on me ; 
Yet cannot fure with equal pride diOain, 
To hear an humble hind of his complain. 

Now while the flocks and herds to Ihades retire. 
While the fierce fun fets all the world on fire ; 
Through burning fields, through rugged brakes I rove. 
And to the hills and woods declare my love. 
How fmali 's the heat ! how eafy is the pain 
I feel without, to that I feel within ! 

Yet fcomfui Galatea will not hear. 
But from my fongs and pipe ftiil turns her ear : 
Kot fo the iage Corifca* nor the fair 
Climena, nor rich Agon's only care t 
From them my ibngs a juft compaflion drew ; 
And they ihali have them, fince contemned by you. 

Why name I them, when ev'n chafte Cynthia fhiys. 
And Pan himfelf, to liften to my lays ? 
Pan, whofe fweet pipe has been admirM fo long. 
Has not difdain'd fometimes to hear my fong : 
Yet Galatea fcorns whate*er I fay. 
And Galatca/s wifer fure than they. 

Relentlefs nymph ! can nothing move your mind ? 
Muft you be deaf, becaufe you are unkind > 
Though you diflike the fubjc£t of my lays, 
Yet: fure the fweetnefs of my Voice might pleafc. 
It is not thus that you dull Mopfus ufe ; 
His ibngs divert you, thovgh you mine refufe : 

f Yet 
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Yet I could tell you, feir-one, if I would, 
(And iince you treat me thus, methinks I ihould) 
What the wife Lycon faid, when in yon* plain 
He iaw him court in hope, and me in vain ; 
Forbear, fond youth, to chace a heedlefs fair. 
Nor think with well-tun'd verfc to pleafe her ear ? 
Seek out fome other nymph, nor e'er repine 
That one who likes his fongs, Ihould fly horn thine* 

Ahy Lycon ! ah 1 your rage falie dangers forms $ 
'Tis not his fongs, but 'tis his fortune charms : 
Yet, fcomfal maid, in time you'll find thofe toyi 
Can yield no real, no fubltantial joys j 
In vain his wealth, his titles gain efteem. 
If for all that you are afham'd of him. 

Ah, Galatea, would 'ft thou turn thofe eyes, 
Would'ft thou but once vouchiafe to hear my criet | 
In fuch foft notes I would my pains impart. 
As could not fsiil to move thy rocky heart ; 
With fuch fweet {bngs I would thy fame make knowiif 
As Pan himfelf might not diiHain to own. 
Oh could'ft thou, fair-one, but contented be 
To tend the fheep, and chace the hares, with me| 
To have thy praifes echo'd through the groves, 
And pafs thy days with one who truly loves : " 
Nor let thoCc gaudy toys thy heart furprize, 
Whiph the fools envy, and the fage defpife* 

But Galatea fcoms my humble flame. 
And neither aiks my fortune, nor my name. 
Of the beft cheefe my well-flor*d dairy *s full. 
And my foft iheep produce the Eaeft wool ; 

Th« 
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The richeft wines of Greece my vineyards yield. 
And fmiling crops of grain adorn my field. 

Ah, fboliih youth ! in vain thou boaft'ft thy ftore^ 
Have what thou wilt, if Mopfus ftill has more. 
Sec whilft thou fing'ft, behold her haughty pride. 
With what difdain ihe turns her head afide i 
Oh, why would Nature, to our ruin, place 
A Qg.er's heart, with fuch an angel's face } 

Ceafe, ihepherd, ceafe, at laft thy fruitlefs moan ? 
I<Tor hope to gain a heart already gone. 
While, rocks and caves thy tuneful notes rcfound. 
See how thy corn lies withered on the ground ! 
The hungry wplves devour thy fattcn'd lambs j 
And bleating for the young makes lean the dams. 
Take, ihepherd, take thy hook, thy flocks purfue,. 
JVnd when one nymph proves cruel, find a new. 

ECLOGUE III. 
DAMON. 

TAKEN FROM THE EIGHTH ECLOGUE OF VIRGIL* 

ARISE, O Phofphorus ! and bring the day, 
While I in (ighs and tears confume away ; 
Deceiv'd with flattering hopes of Nifa's love 5 
And to the gods my vain petitions move : 
Though they've done nothing to prevent my death, 
I *11 yet invoke them with my dying breath. 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th*^ Arcadian llrains. 

Arcadia *s famous for its fpacious plains. 
Its whiflling pine-trees, and its fliady groves, 

And often heats the fwains lament their loves. 

Great 
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Great Pan upon its mountains feeds his goats, 
Who firft taught reeds to warble rural notes. 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th' Arcadian drains. 

Mopfus weds Nifa ! oh, well-fuited pair I 
When he fuccecds, what lover can dcfpair ? 
After this -match, let mares and griffins breeds 
And hounds with hares in friendly confoit feed* 
Go, MopfuS) go ; provide the bridal cake^ 
And to thy bed the blooming virgin take i 
In her foft arms thou ihalt fecurely reft, I 

Behold, the eiveening comes to make thee bleft I ** 
Begin, my Muie, begin th' Arcadian ftrains. 

Oh, Niia, happy in a lovely choice I 
While you with fcora negled my pipe and voice | 
While you defpife my humble fongs, my herd. 
My fhaggy eyebrows, and my rugged beard ; 
While through the plains difdainfully you mov«^ 
And think no fhepherd can deferve your love ; 
Mopfus alone can the nice virgin win. 
With charming perfon, and with graceful mica* 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th' Arcadian ftrains. 

When firft I faw you on thofe fatal plains, 
I reached you fruit ; your mother too was there ^ 
Scarce had you feen the thirteenth fpring appear s 
Yet beauty's buds were opening in your face ; 
I gaz'd^ and bluihes did your charms increafe. 
*Tis love, thought I, that 's rifmg in her breaft j 
Alas, your palTion, by my own, I gueft j 
Then upon truft I fed the raging pains. 
Be^in^ myJMuife^ begin th' Arcadian ftrains* 

Oh, 



^o WALSH'S POEMS. 

Oh, love ! I know thee now t thon ow'ft thy birdi 
To rocks ; fbme craggy mountain brought thee forth : 
Kor it it human blood that fills thy veins, 
Begin, my Mu&, begin th' Arcadian drains. 

Relentlefs love to bold Medea ihow'd. 
To ftain her guilty hands in children's blood. 
Was flie more cruel, or more wicked he > 
He was a wicked counfellor, a cruel mother flic. 
Begin, my Mule, begin th' Arcadian drains. 

Now let the fcreech-owls vie with warbling fwans ; 
Upon hard oaks kt blufhing peaches grow. 
And from the brambles liquid amber flow. 
The harmlefs wolves the ravenous fheep fhall ihun j 
And valiant deer af fearful greyhounds run : 
Let the Tea rife, and overflow the plains. 
Begin, mv Muie, begin th* Arcadian ftrains. 

Adieu, ye flocks i no more (hall I purfue ( 
Adieu, ye groves ; a long, a long adieu ! 
And you, coy nymph, who all my vows difdain, 
TAke ^is laft prefent from a dying fwain. 
Since you diflike whatever in life I faid. 
You may be pleas'd, perhaps, to hear I'm dead : 
This leap fhall put an end to all my pains. 
Now ceafe, my Mufe, now ceafe th' Arcadian drains. 

Thus Damon fung while on the cliflf he dood. 
Then headlong plung'd into the raging flood. 
All with united grief the lofs bemoan. 
Except the authorefs of his fate alone, 
Who hears it with an unrelenting bres^. 
Ah^ cruel nymph 1 forbear your toomi at lad^ 

X How 



PASTORAL ECLOGUES. 351 

How much foe'er you may the love defpilc, 
'Tis barbarous to infult on one that dic«. 

ECLOGUE IV. 
L Y C O N. 

STREPHON and Damon^ flocks together £eA, 
Two charming fwains as c^cr Arcadia bred ; 
Both fem'd for wit, and fetn'd for beauty both f 
Both in the laftre o^ their blooming youth s 
No fallen cares their tender thoughts remove. 
No pai&ons difcompofe their fouls, but love. 
Once, and but once alone, as ftory goes. 
Between the youths a fierce difpute arofe ; 
Not for the merit of their tuneful lays 
(Though both defervM, yet both defpis'd, that praifc) | * 
But for a cauie of greater moment far. 
That merited a lover's utmoft care. 
Each fwain the prize of beauty drove to gain. 
For the bright Ihepherdefs that caus'd his pain. 
Lycon they chofe, the difference to decide, 
Lycon, for prudence and fage counfel try*d ; 
Who love's myfterious arts had ftudy'd long. 
And taught, when old, what he had praftis'd young* 
For the diipute alternate verfe they choofe. 
Alternate verfe delights the rural Muie. 

Strep. To Flavia, love, thou juftly ow*ft the prize^ 
She owns thy power, nor does thy laws reprove. 

I)am. Though Sylvia, for herfelf, love*s power defies. 
What cro\vds of vaiTals has ihe made to love ! 

St&ep^ 
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Strep. When Flavia comes attir'd for rural games. 

Each curl, each flo\yer fhe wears, a charm exprefs, 
Dam. Sylvia, without a foreign aid, inflames; 

Charm'd with her eyes^ we never mind her drefs. 
IB T RE P. Have you feen Flavia with her flaxen hair ? 

She feems an image of the queen of lave ! 
ID AM.. Sylvia's dark hair like Leda's locks appear. 

And yet, like her, has charms to conquer Jove. 
Strep. .Flavia by crouds of lovers is admir'd ; 

Happy that youth who ihall the fair enjoy ! 
Dam. Sylvia neglefts her lovers, lives retired ; 

Happy, that could her lonely thoughts employ 1 
Strep. Flavia, where-e'er fhe comes, the fwains fub- 
dues. 

And every fmile fhe gives conveys a dart. ' 

pAM. Sylvia the fwains with native coldnefs views, 
* And yet what fhepherd can defend his heart ? 
Strep. Flavia's bright beauties in an inflant flrike j 

Gazers, before they think of it, adore. 
Dam. Sylvia's foft charms, as foon as feen, we likcf 

But ftill the more we think, we love the more. 
Strep. Who is fo flupid, that has Flavia feen. 

As not to view the nymph with vafl delight ? 
Dam. Who has feen Sylvia, and fo flupid been. 

As to remember any other fight ? 
Strep. What thoughts has Flavia, when with care (he 
views 

Her charming graces in the cryftal lakes ? 
pAM. To fee hers, Sylvia need no mirrors ufe; 
'-She fees them by the conquefls that fhe makes. 

Stren 
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Strep. With what alTurance Flavia walks the plains 1 

She knows the nymphs muft all their lovers yield. 
Dam. Sylvia with blulhes wounds the gazing fwains, 

And while fhe drives to fly, fhe wins the field. 
Strep. Flavia at firft young Meliboeus lov*d ; 

For me fhe did that charming youth forlake. 
Dam. Sylvia's relentlefs heart was never mov'd ; 

Gods ! that I might the firft impreflion make ! 
Strep. Should Flavia hear that Sylvia vy'd with her 5 

What indignation would the charmer fhow ! 
Dam. Sylvia would Flavia to herfelf prefer : 

There we alone her judgment difallow. 
Strep. If Sylvia's charms with Flavians can compare. 

Why is this crowded ftill, and that alone ? 
Dam. Becaufe their ways of life fo different are ; 

Flavia gives all men hopes, and Sylvia none. 

Lycon. Shepherds, enough; now ceafe your amorous 

war J 
Or too much heat may carry both too far ; 
I well attended the difpute, and find 
Both nymphs have charms, but each in different kind. 
Flavia deferves more pains than fhe will cofl j 
As eafily got, were fhe not eafily loft. 
Sylvia is much more difficult to gain ; 
But, once polTefs'd, will well reward the paift. 
We wifh them Flavias all, when fitft we burn ; 
But, once poflcfs'd, wifh they would Sylvias turn. 
And, by the different charms in each cxpreft, 
One we fhould fooneft love, the other beft. 

A a ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE V. 

DELIA. 

Lamenting the Death of Mrs, Tempest, who 
died upon the Day of the great Storm. 

^LTE gentle fwains, who pafs your days and nights 
■*• In Love's fincerc and innocent delights ! 

Ye tender virgins, who with pride difplay 

Your beauty's Iplendor, and extend your fway! 
' Lament with me ! with me your forrows join ! 

And mingle your united tears with mine ! 

Delia, the Queen of Love, Itt all deplore ! 

Delia, the Queen of Bcaury, now no more ! 

. Begin, ray Mufe ! begin your mournful ilrains! 

Tell the fad tale through all the hills and plains ! 

Tell it through every lawn and every grove ! 
Where flocks can wander, or where ihepherds rove ! 
Bid neighbouring rivers tell the didant fca, 
And winds from pole to pole the news convey ! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore I 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no more ! 

'Tis done, and all obey the mournful Mufc ! 
See, hills, and plains, and winds, have heard the news I 
The foaming fea o'er>vhelms the frighten 'd ihore, 
The vallies tremble, and the mountains roar. 
3ee lofty oaks from firm foundations torn. 
And ftately^wers in heaps of ruin mourn ! 

The 
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The gentle Thames » that rarely pafEon knows^ 
Swells with thU (brrawy and her banks o*erftdw8 ; 
What (hrieks are heard ! what groans ! what dying cties ! 
Ev'n nature's ieif in dire convuifionslies! 
Delia, the Queen of Love* they all deplore ! 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no more I 

O ! why did I furvive the fatal day, 
That fnatch'd the joys of all my life away,> 
Why was not I beneath fome ruin loH ? 
Sunk. in the Teas, or ihi|nvreck*d on the coaA ? 
Why did the Fates fpare this devoted head ? 
Why did I live to hear that thou wert dead ? 
By thee my griefs were calm'd, my torments casM| 
Nor knew I pleafure but as thou wert pleas 'd. 
Where' fhall I wander now, diftrefsM, alone ? 
What ufe have I of life, now thou art gone > 
I have no ufe, alas ! but to deplore 
Delia, the pride of Beauty, now no more ! 

What living nymph is bkft with equal grace ? 
All may difpute, but who can HU thy place ? 
What lover in his miftrefs hopes to find , , 
A form fo lovely, with fo bright a mind ? 
Doris may boaft a face divinely fair, 
But wants thy ihape, thy motions, and thy air. 
Lucinda has thy Ihape, but not thofe eyes, 
That, while they did tli' admiring world furprizc, 
]]^fclos'd the fecret luftre of the mind, 
And feem'd each lover's inmoft thoughts to find. 
Others, whofe beauty yielding Twain s coivfefs, . 
By indifcretion make their conqueiUcA(y - . j. 

A a 1 And 
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And want thy condu^ and obliging wit 
To fix tho(e flaves who to their chains fubmir. 
As fome rich tyrant hoards an ufelefs Acre, 
That would, t^'cll plac'd, inrich a-thoufand more : 
So didft thou keep a crowd of charms retir'd 
Would make a thoufand other nymphs admir'd. 
Gay, modeft, artlefs, beautiful and young. 
Slow to refolve j in rcfolution ftrong j 
To all obliging, yet rcfci-vM to all j 
None could himfelf the favoured lover call r 
That which alone could make his hopes endure. 
Was, that he faw no other Twain fecure. 
Whither, ah I whither are thofe graces fled ? 
Down to the dark, the melancholy (hade > 
Now, ihepherds, now lament ! and now deplore ! 
Delia is dead, and beauty is no more ! 

For thee each tuneful Twain prepared his lays. 
His fame exalting while he fung thy pratfe. 
Thyrfis, in gay and eafy meafures, ftrove 
To charm thy ears, and tune thy foul to love : 
Menalcas, in his numbers more fublime, 
£xtoird thy virtues in immortal rhyme. 
Glycon whofe fatirc kept the world in awe, 
Soften'd his ftrain, when firft thy chaims he faw, 
Confefs'd the goddefs who ne\v-foim*d his mind, 
Froclaim'd thy beauties, and forgot mankind. 
Ceafe, ihepherd, ceafe; the charms you fung arc fied^ 
The glory of our blafted ifle is dead, 
^ow join your griefs with mine ! and now deplore 
Delia, the pride of beauty, now no more ! 

Behold 
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Behold where now (he lies, deprivM of breath ! 
Charming though pale, and beautiful in death ! 
A troop of weeping Vii^ins by her fide ; 
With all the pomp of woe and forrows pride I 
O, early loft ! O, finer to be led 
In chearful fplendortadie bridal -bed. 
Than thus conduced to th* untimely tomb, 
A fpotlefs virgin in her beauty's bloom ! 
Whatever hopes fuperior merit gave, 
Let me, at leafl, embrace thee in the grave i 
On thy cold lips imprint a dying kifs : 
O that thy coynefs could^refufe me this ! 
Such melting tears upon thy limbs I 41 pour, 
Shall thaw their numbnefs, and thy warmth reftore, 
Clafpt to my glowing breafl:, thou may 'ft revive j 
I'll breathe fuch tender fighs fliall make thee live. 
Or, if feverer fates that aid deny. 
If thou canft not revive, yet I may die. 
In one cold grave together may be laid 
The trueit lover and the lovelieft maid. 
Then (hall I ceafe to grieve, and not before j 
Then (hall I ceafe fair Delia to deplore. 

But fee, thofe dreadful obje6^s difappear ! 
The fun Ihincs out, and all the heavens are clear : 
The warring winds arc hufh'd, the fea fcrene ; 
And nature, foften'd, (hi fts her angry fcenc. 
What means this fudden change > methinks I hear 
Melodious mufic from the heavenly fphere ! 
Liften, ye fhepherds, a!ld devour the found ! 
Liftcx); the faint, thr lovely faint, iscrown'd! 

A a 3 While 



S<S W A L S H'S PO EM S. 

While we, mifiaken in our jqt and grief , 

Bewail her fate, -whp wants not our relief : * 

From the pleased orbs ihe views us here below, 

And with kind pity wonders at our woe. 

Ah, charming faint! (xnce thou art blefs'dabevc,^ 
Indulge thy lovers, knd forgive their lore. 
Forgive their tears, who, prefs'd with grief and care^ 
Feel not thy joys, but feci their own defpair* 

HORACE, ODE III. BOOK IIL 

IMITATED, 1705. 

I. 

nPHE man that 's refolute and juft, 
•*■ Firm to his principles and trult^ 
Nor hopes nor fears can blind $ 
No palBons his defigns control. 
Not Love, that tyrant of the foul* 
Can fliake his ftcddy mind. 
11. 
Nor parties for revenge engag'd. 
Nor threatenings of a court enrag'd, 

Nor ftorms where fleets defpair; 
Not thunder pointed at his head ; 
The ihatter'd world may ilrike him dead^ 
Not touch his foul with fear* 
III. 
From this the Grecian glory roie. 
By this the Romans aw'd their foct f 
Of this their poets fing. Thefb 
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Thefe were the paths their hqroes trod, 
Thefe a6^s made Hercules a god 2 

And great NaiTau a king. 
IV. 
Firm on the rolling deck he Hood 9 
Unmov'd, beheld the breaking flood. 

With blackening ftorms combin'd. 
** Virtue, he cry*d, will force its. way 5 
'* The wind may for a while delay, 

** NotalterdOurdefign, 

V. 
'* The men whom felfilh hopes inflame, 
** Or vanity allures to fame, 

" May be to fears betray'd : 
** ,But here a church for fuccour flics, 
** Infulted law expiring lies, 

** And loudly calls for aid. 
VI. 
** Yes, Britons, yes, with ardent zeal, 
** I come, the "wounded heart to heal, 

•* The wounded hand to bind : 
** See tools of aibitrary fway, 
** And priefts, like locufts, fcout away 

** Before the weftern wind. 
VII. 
** Law (hall again her force refume ; 
** Religion, clcarM from clouds of Rome, 

** With brighter rays advance. 
** The Britifh fleet fliall rule the deep, 
** The Britifh youth, as rous'd from fleep, 

" Strike tenor into France. VIII. 
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VIII. 
" Nor (hall thcfe promifcs of fate 
" Be limited to my Ihort date : 

** When I from cares withdraw, 
** Still (hall the Britifli fceptre (land, 
** Still flourifh in a female hand, 

** And to mankid give ]aw. 
IX. 
*' She Ihall domeftic foes unite, 
** Monarchs beneath her flags Ihall fight, 

** Whole armies drag her chain : 
•' She (hall loft luly reftore, 
** Shall make th' imperial eagle (bar, 

'* And give a king to Spain. 
X. 
** But know, tlicfe promifes are given, 
•* Thefc great rewards impartial heaven 

** Does on thefe terms decree j 
•* That, ftriftly punifliing mens faults, 
** You let their confciences and thoughts 

*' Reft abfolutely free. 

XL 
** Let no falfe politicks confine, 
** In narrow bounds, your vaft dcfiga 

" To make mankind unite j 
** Nor think it a fufticient caufe 
** To punifli man by penal laws, 

*' For not believing right. 
XIL 
** Rome, whofc blind zeal deftroys mankind ; 
" Rome's fons fliall your companion find, 
^ Who ne'er compaffion knew, <* By 
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** By nobler aftions theirs condemn : 
•* For what has been reproachM in them, 

" Can ne'er be praised in you.'* 
XIII. 
Thefe fubje^ls fuit not with the lyre ; 
Mufe ! to what height doll thou afpirc. 

Pretending to rehearfe 
The thoughts of gods, and god-like kings ? 
Ceafe, ceaf^ to leiTen lofty things 

By mean ignoble verfe. 



THE GOLDEN AGE RESTORED, 1703. 

An Imitation of the Fourth Eclogue of 
Virgil: 

Suppofed to have been taken from a Sibylline Prophecy* 

Si ■ Paul6 majora canamus." 

SICILIAN Mufe, begin a loftier flight ; 
Not all in trees and lowly ihrubs delight : 
Or if your rural (hades you ftill purfuc, 
Make your ihadcs Hi for able ilateimens view. 

The time is come, by ancient Bards foretold^ 
Redoring the Saturnian age of gold ; 
Tbe vile, degenerate^ whiggifh offspring endsy 
A higb^hurcb progeny from heaven defcends, 

Oleamed 
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O learned Oxford, fpare no facrcd pains 
To nurfe the glorious breed, now thy o^vn Bromley 
reigns. 

And thou great Scarfdale, darling of this land, 
Doft foremoft in that fam*d commiffion ftand j 
Whofe deep remarks the liftcning world admires. 
By whofe aulpicious care old Ranelagh expires. 
Your mighty genius no ftri£l rules can bind ; 
You punifli men for crimes, which you want time to find. 

Senates Ihall now like holy fynods be, 
And holy fynods fenate-like agree. 
Monmouth and Moftyn here inftruft the youth, 
There Bineks and Kimbcrky maintain the iacred truth. 
Povvis and Hamlin here, with equal claim, 
Through wide Weft-Saxon realms extend their fame ? 
There Birch and Hooper right divine convey, 
Nor treat their bifhops in a human way. 
, Now aU out fa£btons, all our fears fhail cea/e. 
And Tories rule the promised land in peace. 
Malice ihall die, and noxious poifons. fail, 
Harley (hall ceafe to triek, and Seymour ceale to rail t 
The lambs ihall with the lions walk unhurt. 
And Halifax and Howe meet civilly at court. 
Viceroys, like Providence, with diiiaut care, 
Shall govern kingdoms where they ne'er a{)pear ; 
Pacific admirals, to fave the fleet*. 
Shall fly from conqueft, and ihall conqueit meet : 
Commanders ihall be praisM at William^s coft, 
And honour be retrieved before 'tis loil. 

1 Brcceton 
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Brereton and j^imaby the court; (h^i grace. 
And Howe fhall Apt dizain to (hare a pla«e» 
Forgotten Molyneux and Mafon now 
RctIvc and (hine agaiA in Fox aAd Howe. 

But as they ftrongcr grow and mend their ftrain. 
By choice examples of King Charles's reign *, 
Bold BellafiB and patriot D'Aveoantthen, 
One ihall employ the fvvord, and one the pen : 
Troops ihall be led to plunder, not to fight. 
The tool of fa£lion (ball to peace in¥&te. 
And foes to union be employed the kingdoms to unite. 

Yet ilillfgrne Whigs among the peers are founds 
I^ike brambles flourifliing in barren ground .\ 
Somcrs malicioufly- employs his care ^^ 

To make the lor4s.the legiflature (hare. 
Byrnci declares hpw French dragooning rofe, 
And bilhops pcrfep uting bills oppofe : 
Till Rochefter^s * cool temper ilhall be fir'd. 
And North'$ and Nottingham's flrong reafonings ba 
admir'd. 

But when due time their counfels ihall mature, 
And freih removes have made the game iecure ; 
When Somerfet and Devonihire give place 
To Wyndham's Bradford, and to Richmond's grace. 
Both converts great ; when juilice is refin'd. 
And corporations garbled to their mind ; 
Then paifive dodrines ihall with glory nie. 
Before them hated moderation flte>, 
And ami-chriiUan toleration dies. 
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Granville fliall fcisce the long-e±pefted chair, 
Godolphin to fome country feat repaJr ; 
Pembroke from all employments be deb^rrM, 
And Marlborough, for ancient crimes » receive his juft 
reward. 
France, that this happy change fo wifely has begun. 
Shall blefs the great defign, and bid it fmoothly run. 
Come on, young James's friends, this is the time, 

come on ; 
Receive juft honours, and furround the throne. 
Boldly your loyal principles maintain, 
Hedges now rules the ftate, and Rooke the main. 
Grimes is at hand the members to reward. 
And troops are trufted to your own Gerhard. 
The faithful club aflfembles at the Vine, 
And French intrigues are broach'd o'«r EngUfh wine. 
Freely the fenate the defign proclaims. 
Affronting William, and applauding James. 
Good ancient members, with a folemn face, 
Propofe that fafety give to order place ; 
And what they dare not openly diffuade. 
Is by expedients ineffe6tual made. 
Ev'n Finch and Mulgrave, whom the court carefe. 
Exalt its praifes, but its power dcprefs ; 
And, that impartial juftice may be feen,* 
Confirm to friends what they rcfus'd the Queen. 
Bifiiops who moil advanced good James's caufe 
In church and flate, now reap deferVd applaufe : 
While thofe who rather made the Tower their choice, 
Are ftyl'd uncbriflian ))y the ndtion^s. voice. 

Avow*dly 
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Avow'dly now St. David's caufc they own. 
And James's votes for fimony atone. 
Arlhbiftlop Ken (hall from Long-Leat be drawn, 
While firm Nonjurors from behind Hand crouding for 

the lawn. 
And thou, great Weymouth, to reward thy charge, 
Shalt fail to Lambeth in his Grace's barge. 
Sec by bafe rebels James the Juft betray'd. 
See his three realms by vile ufurpers fway'd ; 
Then fee with joy his lawful heir reftor'd. 
And erring nations own their injurM lord. ^ 

O would kind heaven fo long my life maintain, 
Infpiring raptures worthy fuch a reign ! 
Not Thracian Saint John (hould with mc contend, 
Nor ray fweet lays harmonious Hammond's mend r 
Not though young D'Avenant, SaintJohn Ihould proteft. 
Or the Ihrewd Do£^or, Hammond's lines corrcft. 
Nay, ihould Tredenham in St. Mawes compare his 

fongs to mine, 
Tredenham, though St. Mawes were judge^ his laurel 

ihould reiign. 
Prepare, aufpicious youth,- thy friends to meet; 
Sir George * already has prepar'd the fleet. 
Should rival Neptune (who with envious mind 
In times of danger ilill this chief con fin'd) 
Now icnd the gout, the hero to difgrace, 
Jloncft George Churchill may fupply his place« 

* Rooke. 
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